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CHAPTER L 



O pHsiafera gbventa'ddl' anno 

Bella madre di fiori 

D^erbe novelle^ e di novelli amort, 

Tafi Wers were-on their vtay to Frahce, 
rfief whidf'they purposed viiflting Italy. 
What brlUtent pwsp^cfts before them !— 
Youtlb jiasrion, genius, affluefncle, — er^tf 
felicity erf life seemed mingkid in'the cup^ 
iSM wai^hsM to tiitfir Hps^-atid no tWoIWi 
ttocated- i^flfers at M^s short banquet^ 
e*t!r sat down more determined to quafl^tht^'^ 
pOisoA, aftd^betieve it nectar. 
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All was soon arranged between them ; 
Zaira, whose principles were unshaken and 
uncorrupted, amid the indulgence o her 
strongest feelings, opposed an invincible 
barrier to the impetuosity of De Courcy. 
Not all his importunities could prevaQ on 
her to consent to an immediate marriage. 
She had fears (taught by her former suffer- 
ings) amid all her hopes and her present fe- 
licity. She wished to devdope his charac- 
ter, to mature his intellects, to fix his feel- 
ings, before she could intrust her happiness 
to them. She succeeded in convincing 
him, or at least persuading him, it would 
be best to pass a year on the continent as 
strangers and traveUers, to enlarge their 
minds with observations on existing life^ 
and enrich their imaginations with the re- 
collection of antiquity ; and at the end <^ 

that period, if '' IJT repeated De 

Courcy, pre»dng her hand to his lips ; and 
fihe was sil^it fix>m conviction and delight* 

The state of the ocmtinent was favour- 



y Google 



WOMEN. 5 

able for the first time for more tban twenty 
years to their plans and their hopes. Peace, 
peace every where. No prisons, no pass- 
ports, no fears; the family of mankind 
wandered about the wosid at large. King- 
doms appeared like difier^it apartments in 
the same mansion, and the allied sovereigns 
went visiting about like country gentlemen 
calling at eadi other^s seats. 

Zaira's affairs required they should first 
virit England; they did, and as socm as 
they could, went to France ; and, during 
their whole progress, the plan which Zaire 
had internally laid down was resdutely 
pursued. Curiosity itself must have pe^ 
rished for want of food in watching them. 
They travelled like brother and sister, only 
with rather less proximity than is allowed 
to rekticnls so neju*. They never sat in the 
same carriage ; tJiey never rested in the 
same house ; they never met but at meals 
like other travellers. It must be owned, 
that had Zaire been studying for artifidai 
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influence py^ir 4Jie desultory, &ictuafeing 
zniad of De Couroy, i^he could not have i^n- 
int^ti^nally a4(^ed a bett^ expedijent. 
The restraipt produced perpetual novelty, 
_and j)erpetv|al novelty was n^eqessary for 

It was dujting ber short ^tay in England 
filM^t Zittiji wprote U> Madame 8^ M^w ;0P 
the subject of her present hQpes «nd .f<^ 
ings. ■ Pttt (rfiber lettcsr was .w^loyed in 
dejffecjiting Madame ^t Mftw^s asstoi4sh- 
•n^ent.at her having ^deqM an TijpHnwm 
for the partner of b^ ,life, ^r . seeing tbe 
continent at her f^t, apd seeing H witbQut 
amotion, ^n another part she s?ys» — ^' J 
jcnow I shaH appear eccentric to tire world 
in the formation of my plan pf happiness ; 
imt perhaps every huinan being, hoi^ever 
limited in intellect, makes their b^j^iness 
dependent on tlieir imapnatipn, I, cannot 
understand why die inteUectual inteiscourse 
b^:ween xa&i and women should be limit- 
ed as it always is, annttnlated as it c^n is^ 
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by^ie prejuduies of Mfiety, ariong fit>tt 
^ suhjeota that hare nothing in oonunon witii 
intellectual cultiYation. 

<^ The oonnection between men and 

'Women is always supposed to include mar- 

nf^e or erime. Has mental union no tie, 

no hood indep^ident of either ? Is it uot 

-possible to deYote one's sdf to intdlectual 

.aEgoyment exdusiyely» and to enjoy it in 

,ibe pEeaenoe of the object that partakes of 

jt, in liis vMlimmi fmtwnoe, ivithout an 

-appeal to tike laws to seouve itt nfhose inter- 

ftrenee ynsxiM profaaUy banisb :it iot le^er^ 

^ >I GOYet neither to hettbe wifeior the mis- 

tress of the man I loye ; I seekisi^ei^oy that 

intellectual existence, of whidi I can better 

comprehend the felicity than of the a|^ 

tations of passion. I would wish to travers 

the wc»ld with him, to see all that life 

oould shew, and recollection suj^y ; tp 

pass from the splendours of Paris to the 

ruins of Rome; tp smile on him in festivi- 

ty5 and to muse with him in solitude ; to 

5 
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talk of tihe wondero of* tiie days of old, mid 
the architectural desert of Tadmor cr Per- 
sepolis ; or enjoy the felicities of modem re- 
finement amid the scaVans of enlightened 
Europe ; to blend all the charms of the arts 
with all the resources c£ literature ; to touch 
my harp for him where Horace tuned his 
lyre, and read with him the poetry of Vir- 
gil, while reclining on his tcmib; to blend 
in one delicious draught aU that nature^ 
genius, antiquity, and sodety can offer, and 
drink with him the amreeta cup ofimmorta- 
Utyf that unites human existence to the di- 
vine by the only power they have in com- 
mon, the power of mind. Why should such 
an union as this be fettered by the prejudi- 
ces of society ? The ties of interest, of ca- 
price, of physical passion, which society is 
hourly fc»-ming and sanctioning, are crhni- 
nal, compared to this. 

" Society demands too much for what it 
gives: It may have a right to controul our 
manners, but when it presume td mterfere 
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with our happiness, we disdain the ^ little 
brief authority" which would tyrannize over 
what must ever be exempt from its.juris- 
diction.** 

Zaira.pursues this subject for a considar- 
able time, and at length ends with these 
words :—'* I feel, Delphine, you do not un- 
derstand me " 

Madame St Mauris answer came soon. 
She was greatly shocked when she heard 
the step Zaira had taken. 

'* Not understand you, my charming 
Zaira ! I ask ten thousand pardons, but you 
really remind me of Madame du Terrasson, 
the most frivolous woman in all Paris; (and 
&at is saying a great deal) who is perpetu-^ 
idly telling her friends they cannot pene- 
trate a character so profound as her's. I 
really never found the leart difficulty in 
understandmg a person who understood 
themselves. I see esactty your situation ; 
and the more eloquence and sentiment yoa 
waste in hi^g it from yourself, the mwe 
a2 
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you betray ii to me. It is a bad omm 
your attacking the present state of aodety. 
No woman ever inveighed against society^ 
but with the hopes of making it worse. 
The world is a very good world, (tf th^re 
were not so many taxes), and wh^ I leave 
it, I never expect to see a better ; but that: 
may be my humiUty. 

" The truth is, you are in love with a 
beautiful youth, whom nature has made an 
Adonis, and whom you woidd fsin make 
sifi Apollo. Now this is a very common oc- 
currence, and you are angry because it is 
so. You widi to make it somethii^ un- 
common ; and to do so, you only require to 
unhinge the entire frame lof sodety^ wd to 
wander over the world in a fit of platonism 
run mad. We are an^azingly fond of m»r 
gining ouxsdves/in situations in which hu- 
man beings never b^re were placed, and 
to conceive that these situations must augr 
gest and justify new and unprecedented 
measures in our own condud;^ when, in 
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iact» we arc ju«t In tbe «aiBe ^drciinistanCes 
that 0ttr mo^^rs;aiid:gfaiidmathers, and so 
im lip to Eve, were in befiwne us-'' 

[Heiie Madmaie St Mawinakes a digres* 
siim about a So^mear ahawl, that her lover^ 
M. de YiosEWnil bad just pres^ited her 
with ; and deebi^es she i« ^ intoxicated by 
this hoina^t wA the fieilume <^ the superb 
shawly tibiat she k winki^ £br some-tune to 
proceed. At Imigth fibe :goes on.] 

" If I understond your future jJan, it is 
in faet to educate a husband for yoursd^. 
Now, granting what is l^ycmd all latitude 
even of bypotheins, that an Irishman was 
tfaeproperest^rson to^leet for th£9 singu* 
kar espennKiit^ tiiat thm mdange of lovt 
pnd Jitecatuxe shmild h^pen to hit his fan-i 
ey as well ;a8 your-s.; that he should wan* 
der all over the continent with you in all 
ik0 (^mstancff qfnmeteen^ without ever wish- 
ing to sacrifice £^ the jshrine of, another 
Frendi grace, or Itdian muse; and that 
you wandered wi4h bim^ without the least 
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coinp^mise of your character^ nominal or 
real, (and I hardly know which is worse)— 
granting all this, and that you played this 
desperate game with the utmost dexterity 
and success, what would you gain by it? 
Misery for life — absolute misery. Your 
success must leave on his mind a decided 
impression of your intellectual superiority, 
the very last im^ssion a woman should 
leave on the mind of a man whom she 
wished to love her. Of all superiority, it 
is- that of which men are most jealous, be- 
cause it is the only one of which they are 
in any danger. Physical force they have 
aU to themselves, (ever since the times of 
the Amazons at least); and the advantages 
(^nature are of so precarious and inferior a 
character, as not to form a subject o£ com- 
petition. . 

" None but a fop, a Dandi, would envy 
his wife's beauty ; and none but a fool would 
undervalue her wealth or eonsequenqe, be- 
cause he can make his own advantage of 
9 
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them. But of what use are a woman's ge« 
tiius and tatents, except to hnpresa her hus- 
band every moment of his humiliated exist- 
ence, mth a s^ise of his own inferiority ? 
Never tell me of Le Fevre and Madame 
Dader, a pair of pedants. I am sure they 
were squabbling eternally, and threw Ho^ 
mer and Horace at each other's head^^* lite* 
rally or metaphorically/ evory mdmoit of 
tiiekfives. 

'' Voltaire smd Madame du Chatelet did 
much better. They ccmtented themselves 
with mangling poor Newton between them^ 
and satisfied witti tbis. amusement, never 
thought of marrying at all. Besides^ these 
people had only learning ; you are a genius, 
Zaira ; and genius, (which I venerate fiom 
my soul, and think superior to every thing 
under heaven, exc^t common sense) makes 
a woman a changing mistress, but the devil 
of a wife. 

•* I know, my charming Zaira, that you 
unite with genius a mixture of enthusiasm 
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and mildmBa, iliat vfomBJK till you, nevar 
posseraed; woman (admiml as you) «er* 
taiidy never eKhiMted be&fe. But it does 
not nigBify ; man wiU and mm be supe* 
rior. T%iey may twine the otiainii in wfaidi 
tiiey bind us witii the briUiasit flow^is of 
duvahic courtesy, or impawoned devotion; 
but ajtifi they ai^ chains. Our best attitiide 
in wearing them is that of a gcaceful but 
consdous submission, and we never coq<> 
quer efiectually, but in appearaig to be 
slaves. Take my advice, beautifiil Zaisa ! 
dazzle on the theatre; charm in crowds ; 
come to Paris ; be the first 

A^mi^^itlioufiVM^ and iiAnwed bj all;' 

but give up ^ idea of being ia hmme mere 
i» famine ; it will never do.«*^What colour 
are De Courcy's eyes ?" 

In a long postscript,. Madame St Maur 
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tells Zaira of the incomparable dancing of 
the Emperor of Russia at the Parisian 
balls, and her regrets that he was so soon 
to go to London — her regjcets. However, 
she believed she had excited some sensa- 
tion, and had had some success during his 
stay in Paris. 

Zaira could well discriminate the plain 
good sense, the worlcUy Jyiowledge of Im 
convenances du society, and the Parisian le* 
vity, that entered into the composition of 
this letter. Shf W9S juimsed by the levity, 
jBssroLtai by the w(^4Miiess5 Wfi not oonviA* 
oed by the good smae. 

Be Cauroy ^d Ziiwswn^wm th«r 
way toFaiis. 
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CHAPTER IL 



*tl n'est gn^e plaisant d'itteempckoaniemkot par Fesprit 
<feiose. 



The day after she wrote her letter, Ma- 
dame St Maur was oUiged to quit Paris to 
attend the etent of a suit pendii^ against 
her in Languedoc, where the greater part 
of her property lay. Her aflfection, hex 
strong a£fection, struggled and survived 
amid the claims of her c«vn interest ; and 
before she quitted Paris, she implored M. 
de Viosmenil, her lover, a man of sense,, 
and knowledge of the world, j^which are 
common)^ and of feeling, (which is i}ncom- 
mqn^ at least in alliance with the other quai- 

% 
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lities), tohe present wiih Zaira» and watdi 
her with all the vigUance of friendship. 

M. de Vioamenil undertook the task just 
as Zaira and De Couicy amved in Paris. 

I^ was an interesting, ahnost an awful 
period when Jlkey arrived. Paris, in May 
1814, wasy.what no bne now need be told» 
the metropolis of all Burc^ ; all mankind 
were hurrying ihere, and astmiished to find 
themselves there. The pkmder of all Eu« 
rope ; the wonders of antiquity ; the ckff^ 
ttoeuvresQf modem imitation ; all that Her- 
culaneum could be disembowelled of; all 
that could be gleaned from TbAxiis or Alex* 
andria ; all that could he swept away from 
modem palaces, from Milan to Moscow, 
from Berlin to Vienna; aU theiri^bes of 
that dreadA4 harvest, that had been reaped 
in blood from one end o£ the earth to th^ 
other, w^ accumulated there. The spoils 
was gonej^l^ the spoil was yet there ; and 
iheteWkre living w<md€fts enough to satiate 
the ^ef and fiU the soul^had the streets been 
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grm^grown, and the buildings liQveis. 
There were empaxMrs, and kings, and he- 
roes — names that one wonder&at in gazettes, 
wite Jipoken of as fiimiliarly by the popu> 
jace of Paris, ^^ as nmids of i thirteen do of 
puppy-fdogs."?— All the embodied geniut^ 
imergyy patariotistti, an4 military -akill, which 
had Gonduoted thoseilremendoasopeiatioiis, 
whidi bad been a^roximating'eadi other 
4unce*the faatdr of Xieipuc, and had ^loir 
«inited th^m in a 4K>mmon centre of oqnw 
liined and interminablethofit]l]fy--^cme oould 
not walk the streets without jo^ding^ainat 
a sov.ereign, a genaral» a hero^-^Faris seem- 
ed like the city of the gods. 

Charles. belieyed himself breatiiing em^ 
pyieal* air ; he fdt the military mania 
(though its force was now s^ent) in all its 
first intoxicating inspiration. What would 
he have given to have been crossing the 
Fyr^iees with Wellington, or the Bhine 
with the allies! How contemiptible his 
past existence appeared to him^ wHether 
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passed in the coaventiele witfi Eva» or lit 
the boudoif with Zain !*— Equally ccm- 
ten^ptihle. Europe had been won and loa^ 
and he had not struck a Mow for her «afi^^ 
-or her ruin l-r-Yes, even ihe latter altema^ 
^tive appeared at the momeotrless shameful. 
Jie ftrgaw (in hia own behalf) Solpn fyc 
making. tl» law whkh dedased it crimiqal 
4o be neutral in oivil war. 

All this passed xapidlylilroi^h his mind 
•9S \^ Stood on the laaqpiiing heists of 
Mpntmartre; he^deseendadl entered Paris, 
qpaasedtthe tw^ Mlomng days i& iiavavaing 
it, ac^ forged e^ery fthiaQg, but thai; it was 
jfehe centre .of ^eyeory luxury wtidi the ima- 
^nation or the senses, in their most ambi- 
tious and unboimded sevelry, oould de- 
Aoxs^ or enjoy. 

It was« mad step of Zaira to bring him 
to Paris firat« She diould have taken him 
to t^ banks of the Tiber ratiher tiiian the 
hmk» of the Seine. Amid the a^rfiiLsofit 
tudes of anti(]^uity, his mind might hav<P 
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acquired thftt decided taste for literature 
' and reflection which she wished to inspire. 
Plois could give literature enough to be 
isure ; but was Paris the place to in^ire 
j'eflection ? It was a desperate step. Pa- 
ris had too many charms fiar De Courcjr^ 
and De Courcy bad charms too far Pa- 
ris. There is a high value set (mq mere 
physical qualities by ^ nation almost pro- 
verbially destitute of them. The Apollo 
Belvidere seemed io have arrived at Pa- 
ris only to hiurbinger De Courcy. His 
beauty ; liis towering stature ; the softness 
of his manners ; the result of his timidity 
taken for the quality itself; and his enthu- 
siasm, so Mke genius, as to have decdved 
even Zaira, were a brilliant security for Us 
success in Parisian society, introduced as 
he was. Eager as he set out for all and 
every species of in&rmatkin and improve- 
ment, ** jealous'' of literary " h<wiour,** he 
soon began to find that Paris could afford 
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iBcwe <liaii intdketual pkaauijes, ncTthat 
there w^re more things in it than Zaira's 
{d[iiloso]^y dreamt of. 

It was just at this period that M. de 
Yiosmeiul, at Madame St Mauris entrea- 
ty, entered on his inyidious» suspicious/ 
painful' offioe of Providor of Zaira's happi- 
ness. His first buUetiUy issued in ccHise- 
quenoe of his new office^ runs in these 
wofds— -alarming words* 



M. De Viosm£Kil*s Letter. 

** Well — my bdoved Dd]Aine, I have 
seen your friends ; your friend rather I 
should say, for you have not yet seen M. 
de Courcr;r. I have seen him, and have 
half^fprgiven Zaira. I have studied him» 
and trembled for her. He is the most per- 
fect human form I ever beheld; nothing 
like him has ever tarod the earth ; and the 
gentl^iess of his manners makes a contrast 
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ah&ost lodieiDyg with Ids g^ititie sbtniit 
atid comtMnding ptesaioe; His manners 
are singular, a mixture of diffidence and 
endiusiasm altogether incredible,' totally 
tfii-Parisian-^estitute cimar ifdmitable ease, 
iQfid borrowing their diiefest charm flom 
that destitution. This sta^ngw enslaves 
us, by fighting with weapons unknown to 
us b^ore. He Idushes like a girl, firolie* 
like a boy, talks like a man, and iodb like 
a hero. He is a man, in the language (^ 
that inimitable poet you taught me to 
read — 

*' WKo could win wdisuafg heidt, ruin andleair^her.'' 

** Believe me it is this class of men, so 
seductive from tbehr softness, who are the 
destruction of women ; that very gentlenei^' 
and flexibiHty tlutt lends its diaigetckis^ 
chdmi' to * tlmr mamierfe, extends its- in^ 
ftttehee to: thek chiarteter, and thie idddF 
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3testferdi^ is trod into dust, wfaile'tliey rufih 
to ofifeir ikm wtnrdiip -to the deity of to* 
]iak>iToW orer tbe fragments: 

*' I tinnk 2!aira i8lo8t-4o8t>*-*-Har duorao* 
ter is not yet oompraimsed, bafj her pisMt 
imist be gone. I do not rest my con- 
dusicm on abstract reasoning, nothing oocdd 
be more absurd ; fbr the waDderings of die 
hunum mind, when indulged, defy and de- 
ftat all reasoning founded on' their opera- 
tions. 

** I spec^ of fiustr only--*£iots that I 
have witnessed. Yesterday I met liiem at 
a party iat our friend " ■ * s. The drde 
was Imlliant, and Zaira was;uAusi]aBy elo^ 
qadtitin litesfature. At the end of a stri-* 
king s^tenoe which had catted fi^rth load 
af^lauses from her auditors, due hxdmd 
round iVitb a flush of tiiumpb in her lore- 
ly (cx>witena&ce for'Be G>tm^l Sbesaur" 
HtB engaged, not in cohv^^aation, bnt i»- 
delighted listening atteHticm to the besdi^' 
ttful Eulalie de Touianges BLe was bend^ 
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ing over her dudr in silence. I marked 
the change in her countenance, in h^r 
voice; the subsiding of her whole fi- 
gure ; the gloomy vacancy of disappoint- 
ment in her expression. Her hearers 
dkl not notice it ; they pressed her with 
some new remarks. She attempted to an- 
swer, but evidently did not understand, 
them ; struggled to recover her composure, 
and went on, obvioudy not knowing of 
what she was speaking. Music was pro- 
posed soon afler; and apparently deter- 
mii^ to force De Courcy to feel an in-* 
terest in what she • was imdertaking, she 
asked hiip what she should sing. He ap- 
peared not {leased at the puUidty whidi 
this applicatiim gave hun, and returned 
some slight answer, referring her to her 
own choice. She sat down. I could hear 
h» sigh. She turned languidly over the 
leaves of her music-book, and sung an aur 
SQtto voce with a tone, a look, a manner 
unlike^^-oh, how unlike Zaira! At the 
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cime <^ the air, she tamed her heid almoit 
knpercqptibly, and saw De Couh*y anan- 
Ipng the men on a diess-board with Made- 
moiselle deTouranges. The last notes of tl|e 
^ir were nearly unintelligible IfZairagoes 
on this way, she is ruined She if too daz- 
zling, too exigeante, too anxious to make 
every mom^it pass in a paroxyav of de- 
fight. Fkasure itself so protracted, so ex- 
agg^rated^ must become pain. It is like 
:&e punifitenent said to be inflicted on Re- 
gulus, cutting off the eyelids to turn the 
Mght of the sun into torture./ Men sooner 
forgive women for pleaang even too little 
than too much ; for we pay ourselves the 
compliment of believing, that the failure of 
the former arises fix)m our not baying taken 
the trouble of drawing them out, that they 
might be charming if we pleased to make 
them so; but women, who show their pow- 
a^ of pleasing to be independent of us, can- 
Botwonderif weleave them to the enjoyment 
they can procure .fw thansdves./ If ZaiM 
V.0I4. HI. a 
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had opminon seme <a Acuity mn^ing^ 
«eaite,) she would fed her oirn advanb^ 
in suffering him' to converae wi& oAer 
-women as much as possible ; &r what wo* 
man would not suffer by a companion with 
^er, if Zaira gives him time to mrioe it ? I 
pity her. ^ When a woman once suffem tiie 
. display «f \ier talents to depend on her fed^ 
ings, and su£I%ts the loc^, the whisper^, tibe 
conscious presence of an' individual, to in-^ 
4uence her more than the homagec^crqwds; 
she becomes wretched ; for, alas ! it is mnc^ 
easier to obtain the bravos of a crowd, than 
the applause of an individual. 

" I shall observe them, however,: more 
closely, with all the vigilance that my de.«> 
votion to you ini^ires. 

** De Viosiif enH.^ . 

The next day M. de Viosmenil ci^ed on 

Zsiira; he found matters a little wo^sa 

' £he was waiting with repressed but vkibki 

4rretchedness of in^tience fbr De Cotupc^ 

He had promised td attend her to a kctture 
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«f Ifae Abbs SiondTf, md ke had gone to 
vi^ wkat was once tke Bob de Boulogiie, 
md hear the exdamitioii of his Faiwaii 
Cioemni against ^ les ooquins ProMiens, efc 
les vSbbiB CoB^da.*^ Company arrived; 
ZainferoadbersdftocSDnvime; itwaabut 
force. She aoconqpankd them to the ke- 
tiue» Has absent and mimteiested. The 
rMt viewed her with wonder; DeViosme- 
nil, who kaew the secret^ with dec|i and 
pohlfiil interest) and he talked, more Hasa 
any Frendm^ui ever taOced, for two honM, 
to withdraw the attention of the party fiom 

ha*. 

Zura was at a spkndul ball that even- 
ing ; she had beeninteoduoed in the course 
of it to some distinguished personages r Ae 
had heen requested to mng 1^ a sovereign ; 
her ambltimi seemed a Httle to revive, and 
a smile once more was diffused ov^ h^ 
beautiful features ; but De Viosmenil, vvho 
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marked her heqa&od abMzaction, h^ glatice» 
for ever reverting to the door, the stilELed 
sigh of disappomtment, and the forced gaiety 
Ofher renewed conversation, felt and und^** 
stood what was the hope that caused tliis 
partiid exdtem^it, and how little that hope 
was likely to be verified. 

At length she could struggle no ^nger ; 
she retired gradually from the drde that 
had gathered round her ; and in the most 
brilliant society in Paris, Zaira was sitting 
in a remote comer almoin alone, and ut- 
terly neglected, except by M. de Vios- 
menil, when (among a group that en- 
tered the room) she recognized De Cowrcy 
— started from her seat— uttered almost a 
scream of joy ; then restraining herself, sat 
down, but turned such a look of eager, con- 
fidential pleasure on De Viosmenil, that he 
Could not help grasping her hand as a token 
of intuitive recognition of her feelings. 

De Courcy approached ; he seemed an- 
xious to make his way to Zaira; it was 
easily made-; he advanced and uttered 
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gome inarticulate expressions of ap(dogy.«-<- 
The tone was enough for Zaira ; her eoun^ 
teiiaiK^ was radiant with smiles as he ap^ 
poached ; but when he appeared an^ous 
to soot^ her fddipgs for ibis involuntary new 
gleet, teans, wlndi. she eould not r^res^ 
started into her eyes. 

D^ Courcy, shocked and distressed, and 
{dare we My it) indehsed, retired. He 
could not bear (\riiat maa.with inrnlar &ek- 
ings could bear) being made so conspicuous 
as the cauise of Zaira^s tears. 

De Viosmenil, in spite of all bis know* 
ledge of 1^, and all bi£ft FarifiiaQ expenence 
iyi ihe eharaeters c£.w0men, turned awi^ m 
sskcfnisbment,'^''^ Good €k>d Kis this possi- 
ble ?" — ^9o deep; so desperate an ii^tuicrtiQii 
^ppeac^ to him withchit preoedeilt. * 

Whether tibeonnpany took a favoiuraUe 
omeil from the ranewed radktnce of Zairaf^ 
countenance on De Courcy's entranee, cm- 
fiom.sotne other cause, they surround^ 
her wilihJmportuiuties for a songi fir^t 
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rate aooompQitiiii^it ww r6tdy» wm imptt-^ 
•tifiit; far» fiar different frofn tlie puny aid 
^iJbe musidans die had been aeocmipamed 
by often in De Courey's hearing in Dnbttn. 
Supported by his pres^M^ Jmt pesfarmanoe 
was equal to aU her firmer exoeUenoe and 
fame. 

The dancing waa Aen about to be re* 
nenired, when iie iOmtrums pirwMge be* 
finre mentioned ^expressed a wish fin* amv 
ther air. 

De Courcy was just thai solicited to join 
in a quadrille. Zaira^ howe^^er^ took an op- 
portunity of saying to hhn, with brief ei^er« 
netSji^^ I am pressed to sli^ again by-— —; 
Do you wish I should?' and die remein<> 
heteA ^ time vrbea the bare mention of 
such a hope would ha^e ffluminated his 
whde evening. \ How soon a woman lose$ 
her power when she loses her heart \\ De 
Gpurcv, who was rpally anxious to danee, 
tepUed coldly, ** Yes, surdy, if you wish 
it.'' \i she wished it ! Alas, wh^ it comes 
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to tlus refereiK^ to wiahea, it is a sign that 
we have lost that intuitiire saiae^af each 
other's feelings whidi is understood without 
questions^ and expressed without oondi- 
tkms* When, we leallj love^ we decide f« 
each other widiout hedtation, for we fed, 
that we have but aae heart. Zaira hurried 
throu^ her song, and jxl a few moments De 
Courey was aigaged in a quadrille with 
Sulalie de Touranges. 

The next day, De Courey, wlio fidt really 
ansdpus for intellectual eminence, met some 
Mtfiraiy m^ at Zaira's, and the momii^ 
would have been delightful, but fi)r a coiv 
atant kind of tacit reference to him as Zai- 
M^8 Avouiite, — a kind of watdung for his. 
opinkms and sentiments as an' imj^ed lio^. 
mage to Zaira's, that abashed and embar- 
rassed De Courey. He did not wish thar 
Mentity of sentiment to be thus publicly re- 
cognised. What man wiftl^s to have his 
whole intellectual stoc^ supposed to be the 
borrowed property of a female xnind? — 
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There was a dinner-party at De Viosme 
nU's^ and Eulalie de Touranges was there, 
more beautiful than ever. She was emi- 
nently handsome, though not in the usual 
style of French beauty, and there was a soft- 
ness and difiSdence in her manner, whidi, 
though only the veil to consummate cold- 
ness of heart, and levity of character, struck 
De Courcy as a grateful contsxKst to tiie 
glare, the ambition, the admitted pre-mii- 
nence of Zalra. At all events, no man is 
long without a reason to justify his grati- 
tude to a woniaa who distinguishes him by 
her preference. 

IThecompfyiiy, after dinner^ amused tbem^ 
selves in composing epitaphs for Buonaparte 
in his retreat at Elba. They then passed on 
to epitaphs in genleral, and De Courcy weis 
astonished at the latitude allowed in Parisi^ 
an conversation, when he heard the pun;- 
ning Latin epitaph translated into bad, in^ 
decent French, and the occasion related. 

Habe mortem prae oculis, 
L^Abbe mort en prez au cul Usk 
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The beautiful EnlaUe looked down. De 
Viosmenil, whose quick eye eau^t and 
comprehaided the cause of De Cdufcy'a 
embarrassm^it; turned the oonrtoMtioQ tq 
a-subject which he though must oUiterate 
die traces of' the last He had been iq 
!&iglandyandhe spokeof En^ish epitaphs ;. 
and he repeated, in goodEnglish, that beau-: 
tiful one on the oji^ daughter of Sir Brookes 
Boothb5r,~**;The unhappy- parents vepti^ 
red their whc^ freight o£ happiness in thjoi 
Aail bark, and the wreck was total.*' 

The hearars applauded, and Zaira, rair 
skig her eyes, .filled with tears^ fixed th^n 
da De Courcy with a peculiar expression^ 

De Courcy did nop observe her ; he had 
lost that siaik sen^ qflove, by which we feel 
that Ae eyes of those whalove us are fixed 
^1 us,- as distinctly as we hear their voicea 
when addressed to us. De Viosmaiil sai^ 
it, and felb tot her at the bottmn of his heart ^ 
he' saw the batk was frail, and he dreaded 
the wreck would be. total. 
b2 
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At <]ie c^imr end <^ the talde, a M. De 
CarddimettQ, one of tfaoBe atheirticai philo* 
io|diiaiiig sciolkts, (the pest of Parisiaii so- 
€iety») hiid beoi quotmg, with an air of seQ« 
titnmtal i4K)iimdity, the wdL^known awi^ 
fence of a Frendi wnter^—* ^ It it impofr* 
fllhle to determine whidi are most to Uame« 
those who cease to please, or those who 
eease to be pteased,"* Euhdie» in the softi- 
est tones of her soft voioe» declared she 
thought nothing could b^ more easily de^ 
termined, though die fwbrae to dedde 
which^ Instantly her opinion was espouse^ 
by one-half of the compsny^ and opposed 
1^ the other, and a conflict commenced s<|^ 
v^ementf so agitated^ m sustaiiKdwith all 
powers of heart, soul, andvoioe, but all with«« 
m the bounds of French politeness, t^ one 
would have imagined some qnestion rela^ 
ting to the e va^asting salvation of the ccmi<» 
pany was at stidte. It was in^eed^to them 
a question of much more impc^lanee, for it 
rdated to the glc^ of a pcpulitf mMhoTv 
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The debate ran so hij^, Hmt De Viotme- 
nil, who possessed senna tafte finr Kngiiah 
quietness in conversation, pnqposed putting 
it to the vote. Zaura determined agamU 
tha9e who eeme to pkofe, and De Couiey 
mgBMMl thoae who ceme to he pkoied ; and 
this hypoerisy of mutual pditeoess, by 
which each tried to avoid wounding the 
ottier, and expressed sentiments just oppo* 
site to Iheur own, setded the ouittar with 
De Viosmeiul. Some of the party went in 
the evening to the Theatre Franfaise. De 
Courcy went with them ; and on his re- 
turn to a petit souper where most of them 
were re-^membl^ De CcAUty was eagerly 
interrogated on ^ subject idwayv neat and 
ckar to Farisian hearto---their theatre, thdr 
Tahna, thdr actresses — Mademoisdie Du-i 
diesnms or Mad^noiseli^ George, fi)r life 
and death-^wtiidi ? BulMie, with her de« 
hdoua suppressed vmoe, speke ynA graces 
M rapture* of MademoiseHe George-^-^^ SiE^- 
bdte tiiUe-HHi beauts edataate— ah, U iq^ 
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semble^ qu'ielle est la divinity du theatp^-^-^ 
Mademoiselle George !" 

There appeared to De Courcy somethmg 
generous in this praise of personal beauty^ 
whidi the cdmpany in a moment referred 
by their eyes to Zaira ; and he felt no lesa 
ddighted than amazed by this tacit ho- 
mage to the superior beauty of Zidra/ to 
a female who possessed so large a share 
of it herself Unacquainted himself with 
the peculicurities of the French stage, and 
struck rather by the physical than dra- 
matic powers of the performers, he ded- 
ded readily in favour of the superior grace 
and majesty of Mademoiselle George. He 
had not heard Zaira's testimony of the 
far superior powers of Mademoiselle Du- 
chesnois. Eulalie, proud of his sui&age in 
fitvour of her favourite, carried all befom 
her in her own small circle ; and, elated, by 
her success, ventured &r out of her depth, 
and risked a few vapid superficial remarks 
on Racine and Shak^peare. Foolish ami 
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presumptuous, she kmew as Uttle of Shake- 
speare as Frenchwomen usually do; and 
as little did she know before whom she 
ventured her rash, amde criticisms. Zaiift 
had sat silent and abfirtraeted, taking little 
notice, and less share in the conversation; 
sifioe she heard De Courcy's preference of 
Mademoiselle George, while her own o^ 
Mademoiselle Ducbesnois was unnoticedr 
How little pleasure she felt tke?i in ^ie 
looks of the company, who had reftnied to 
her 2X1 the homage bestowed on the beauty 
of Mademoiselle George ! She now saw De 
Gourcy, as she thought, bending in ddight^ 
edattention to£ulafie's ^ble observations/ 
He was, in fact, brading forward to conceal 
fais shame of their weakness^ while he still 
flattered her by the appearance of atten- 
tion. 

Zaira tried to collect hers^. She be- 
Ueved, vanily bdieved, that this was a trial 
of mind, and that she could in a moment 
j»lence the ** puny battle** of her antagonist. 

10 
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$Hie eDtared iito the conversation ; she felt, 
wiqiaginedii she had been too silent, too ab* 
itaraetedr-that her inteUectual si^periority 
wouM at onee fix Be Courey. She ti^sm* 
Ided to think tb<it she mi^t lose hun hy, 
mdEsnag a mmaeptaiy dedmoon of those 
maital powers whidi had w<m hm enc^ 
and which might win him {till. She spoke 
fm^Ae Qpmed'the vast volumes of her mind^ 
onidied with intellectual treasures "^ pass* 
kig that of women f she displayed all W 
pawers--all her doquence^-nall her Utera^ 
ture; she exhausted antiquity — jtnverscd 
the wide domain of modem knowledge 
with the step of a que^ti who came to re% 
eeive its homage and collect its tributes, 
and returned with its ample storey to lay 
th^ti, as she hoped, not at tiie shrine of 
public applause, but at the feet of him she 
feyed. The. dide ^pplaudedismlpudly ap« 
ylauded; Eulalie was silent>-^midly d- 
lent 

j^aira, whose eye wfng tntversipg the 
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^roupe ivtth tibe pride i^f had onoe MU 
and the mingled apprdiension which sht 
now began to fed, rested it mi De Coorcy. 
That ark was of more value to her than 
the wcnrld she had encirded, and feond a 
iraste« JJif eyes were fixed mi Eulaliewitii 
an expression of sjrmpathy , of commisem- 
tion, so sincere, so tauler, so i^spectiul, that 
Zabra woitld gratefiiUy hav^ exdianged her 
tfllimph fmr a share in that j^anoe so |pity- 
ing, though so humiliating. 

Thus the distinction of aexes is preserved 
evmi in minds ; a woman must always \ft 
the object of protection ; and all Zaira'i 
inteUeo^ual supemrity was at that moment 
fl sacrifiqe to <^ weeki^fis^ of h«r rivals 
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CHAPTER III. 

-^ HOMEE.; 

De CbURCY carried away at least one 
salutary impression from the preceding^ 
evening. He felt his intellectual taste re- 
vive ; he was ashamed any longer, in the 
centre of Paris, to waste his days in sights 
and his nights at the theatres. He resolved 
to shut himself up and study their lit^^- 
ture ; for he felt that, in the society that 
surrounded Zaira, there was a perpetual 
demand for it, and that the Parisians, . 
though not intdllectual, are always lite- 
rary. He kept his resolution for two days, 
(as long as resolutions of that kind are usu- 
^y kept,) and was then tempted out to 
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hear a lecture of the Abb^ Sicaurd. The le(> 
ture was very Icmg, but De Coarcy's atten* 
tion never remitted ; the spaddmg mtelli(> 
gence and varying expre88k)B of hia featuiet 
struck the Abb^, contrasted with the usndi 
immot»lity of English countenances^ and 
he was flattered by an attention more proi> 
found than the g^ierality of Ins conntry- 
xhen could brii^ iliemtelvite to Tptey. Hffe 
is^oke of him after the lecture ,wiik all the* 
enthusbam of ^gratitude, and exerted him- 
self so effectudUy in^ his &vour» that in a 
f^ d^ys De Coui^ fdund himself in a 
cu-cle mc»re retired,— rmore exdosive cer* 
taauiy, bM &x mort intdfeetual thaii'he 
had yet met in Parisw Amdng them was a 
M^ d'Orbessan» a ntei of whom De Courcy 
felt disposed to reverse the French sentence, 
aftd a«kQit '' he WM itot English, but well 
d^erved to be so." Hist cajidour, humility, 
strict motals, ond unobtruded literature, 
were a rarity fai a metrc^polis-^the greatest 
of all in Paris. He was preparing a tfansi- 
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htion c£ Shakespwre, and sometiflies wn^ 
desoratdedto shew De Courcy passages of 
ids iV43frk. He was in no dangw of almsing 
Us origmal witii the petulant and jealoua 
impotence of Voltaire, or of fiilling into tibe 
«ror8 of those transktcars niho raider ^ pale 
and woe-b^onef^' pah , et douleur oBm 
Mif#«€ii,«-4Uid *' StiD^ slavery, thou ait % 
Utter draught^->«»4rvwi9tM& eackwt^, te, 
md toc^^ (the Iiidi aeeen^ "* mhL^ 
'Bat still he was ipioEant of mmj collar 
^pal pewHfflities and Idiomatie niceties of 
^ language, and grat^lly nccepted t^ 
leifpeetful assbtenee of De Gourey. 

Oi^ day tibal th? latter dined wit^ M. 
fPOrbessan and a number of Hterary mm^ 
^ conversion turned on En^|sh poetry. 
De Courcy was amazed i^ the ignorance 
^fy betrayed, and hurt to find it was the 
ignorance c^ pride; th^y ajipeared to ]aiow 
we had a Shakeq[>eare, of whom one of 
0iem quoted Voltahre's acknowledgment 
of die £ew pearls he had found on his enor- 
inous dunjB^iilly (which De Courcy answ^« 
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^ in tiie wctt-lmown woidi dT Mn* Mo» 
tague, '^ C^a mmjimier qmi aJ^HIki mat 
t0rre Hen tt^graUT): vA tii^ qpoke of 
Young's Ni^t Tlumi^to wltfa an en&u* 
fliasm tbat 9B^0mAed He Couitsy. Bat 
they appeared actually ignorant that Eng- 
land eottld boast of a modem poet; and 
when De Courey repttt^ tlie names of 
JSyran, Soott» Moore, Wikon, Woida^ 
wortli, Soutib^, &o. it sounded to them 
Hke Alcandrumque, Halinmque, Noemo- 
Jiaqtie, FSytanhnque. De Courcy tben re- 
died passages from their works^ with wfaiA 
he was well aequfdnted; and^ in the ttrdonr 
of themomait» risked a lYmch tnnsktion. 
This, though imperfect and inadequate^ as 
extempwe trandation mwt be, dbarmed 
th^ hearts of Ins French auditors in a mo- 
ment. His fluency delisted them, and 
his command of thdr knguage raised him 
|n a moment fiO* higher in their estimation 
than the most profound acquaintance, the 
most exquisite sensibility of the literary 
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treasures of his own. There was a mixture 
of animation and diffidence in his delivery 
that enchanted them; it seemed as if hd 
was asking pardon of their language for the 
fiberty he took in making it the vehicle of 
English poetry. M. d'Orbessan, in particu- 
lar, Was delighted by the display of talents 
he had always divined and appreciated; and; 
after looking at De Courcy for some nao- 
ments, he exclaimed with emotion, ** Air, 
mon iDieu, quelle pitie T 

** Pity !" the wwd struck on De Court 
cy's eairs ; how had he rendered himself an 
object of pity ? He blushed, and wondered 
why- he blushed; attempted to speak M 
M. d'Orbessan, and felt he knew not what 
to say; .at length he articulated, " He 
knew not how he had merited the honour 
of M. d'Orbessan's pity." 

M. d'Orbessan bowed, executed an in- 
describable French shrug,' took snuff re- 
peatedly, and the conversation gradually 
was renewed. 
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The next day, De Couxcy took an early 
opportunity of questioning him on the sub- 
ject of his exclamation the ineceding even- 
kig. The good-^natured, warm-hearted 
Frenjchman viewed him with a look ot 
infinite compassion. ** Monsieur will then 
pardon the liberty a strange takes m feel- 
ing an infinite interest for him." 

'^ Pardon, M. d'Orbessan I I 9xsl grateful 
-r-honoured 1^ the interest you feel fer 
me— penpit me to prove how gratefuL'* 
. " Th^9 Monsieur, is it not a pity that 
a youpg man, who might distinguish him- 
self in sodety a thousand ways, should 
choose to achieve distinction by being an- 
nounced to all dissipated Fans as the &- 
vourite of an actress ?" 

" The favourite of an actress !** repeated 
De Courey in horror, as the meaning of 
these. words indistinctfy opened on him. 

^' Your ingenuous blushes refute a thou- 
sand calumnies in a n^oment," said d'Or- 
bessan ; " but will you then permit me to 
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ask on what temto you are with Madlame 
Dalmatiatii?*' 

"^ Toms wiUi Ifaiiaitie Dalmatiiiii r 
fepe^ib&i4e Cour<^, gasping with fedinga 
he eould ndt utter. '' What tetttt ? we 
are fijends."* 

The Frenchman looked &8t hieredu^ 
lous, and then commise^ting^-iii*^** Frk^l 
.^that fri^dshlp must be pure iadeedt 
which subtests between a young man of 
nineteen and a beautiful feualei without <a 
comtruction far different fixmi what, doubt-* 
less, their own puiity justifies, and would 
merit. Madame Dalmatiani is beautiiul, 
mmianied(iitf|ira»m/;) you, sur, are young 
and interesting-— you are always togefhen 
though neither united hy blood or umit- 
li^e.** 

"Stop, sir,** said l>e Courcyj •* you 
have said Madame Dalmatiani is tmmar- 
ried at presait What is your meai^g ? 
or have you a meaning ?^ 

"^ I mean,''laidd*(M)esiBan, *" sintply, that 



y Google 



WOMXIf. iT 

Madame Dalmatiam was marnad 4wft^ 
^^that she Ind a dnid^-^'^nd ttiat no ome 
knows what is become of jber kttsbend or 
herddUL^ 

At tiiese woids De Cotuqr rushed fion 
the house in a speeks of finy and despair. 
He felt what he could Aot descri b e- " a 
sense of imposition, of mdignitjr incrediUs^ 
vataAeriiAe. He^^^i ge n t l eman, ft man of 
birth Bnd Uoodi w&U^descended, wdl-edu* 
cated, of pretensicms that would justify his 
addresses to the first females in his own 
coimtry , (whom aft^ all he b^an to think 
the best,) and to appear abroad as the 
minion of an actaress^-<oti the Catharine of 
Russia sjstem-^loathsome, d^^teding, dis* 
giMling— -and she was married before, and 
had a dnld, and no one knew any thing o£ 
her husband and chikL Neither had e¥^ 
been mentioned to Mm. And was he to b6 
the suocessot to-i-4ie knew not whom or 
what ?*--4uid then a diildL Zaira had ne- 
ver mentimied she was a mother«-»what a 
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iQother-^wliat a ^vroman— and all unknown 
to me ! Oh, Eva ! from your purity oi 
heart, from yom: sanctity of manners, oould 
I ever have experienced such a discovery 
*-«such a disappointment ! He hurried to 
his hotel ; a message was there from Zaiia, 
entreating him to accompany h^ to some 
party ; he flung it away. A ktter from Mr 
Asgill ; tikai he opened, read, and felt evary 
line, every word of. Some of the words 
were these :— 



^ I no kwiger adopt the style of a guar- 
dian, I address you as a friend. Of the 
preceding part of your conduct, I shall say 
nothing ; because I could not say what 
would not be more painful to myself than 
to you. You must have hardened your 
heart against all reproach before you left 
Ireland. I shall forbear reproaches. I speak 
in the hope, not of saving you from re- 
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ttiorse for the peist, but from ruin for the 
future. I have hopes you are not yet mar- 
ried ; if you are not, I adjure you fly*om 
that dangerous woman, that enchantress, 
who intoxicates you that she may turn 
you into a brutal slave of passion. Fly 
from her, renounce her, her habits, her in- 
fluence, her country, every thing belonging 
to her. 

" Think, rash, inebriated boy, of the con- 
sequence of being united to an actress. — 
Illiberal-^ iHiba^ — your polished, conti- 
nental society will say. Be it so ; I submit 
to be called so; I hope, I pray, that the 
world, on some points, may always be thus 
illiberal. I know the name of a profession 
is nothing ; a diplomatist may be sincere, 
and an attorney may be honestj but the 
habits of a profession are every thing. Such 
is the peculiar delicacy, the natural domes- 
ticity of the female character, that a wo- 
mao, who can give herself up to the puUic 
display of her pesrson imd talents for breads 

VOL. III. c 
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who can iiAale the coarse and fetid air of 
a bravomg theatre m har vital breath, has 
departed from the character of a woman, 
has almost forfeited the privileges of her 
aex, I am convinced that a great part of 
our moral diaraeter depaids cm the kind 
of applause we are accustomed to seek and 
enjoy. Lamlatus a laudandii, is a glorious 
distinction of the human character. Can 
it be applied to a woman who must be in« 
debted to her physical powers for half her 
popularity, who is accustomed to the per- 
petual praises of her beauty, not in the 
whisper of timid delight, but in the shouts 
of a theatre ? The life of such a womai^ 
must be passed in intervals of exhaustion 
and excitement She has not a moments 
pause for cahn reflection, for domestic tran- 
quillity, for that 4Sober certainty of waking 
bliss that women were formed by Heaven 
to fed and to communicate. She is a crea- 
ture out of her place,~a fine, abused, glit^ 
tering, wretched being,--^ thing produced 
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Mke the fish at the Roman banquets, to de- 
light the unfeeling guest with its farilHi. 
amy and its agony« Theatres must be, in 
all civilized countries^-a necessary evit-* 
(and^ like most evils, tolerated to prevent 
worse) and there must be actresses too— - 
but why need we marry tiiem? why need 
we break down the barriers that society has 
fixed between actors and audience? Would 
it be a seemly sight to see this confusion at 
the theatre? Is it not a scandalous sight to 
see it in the world, where the evil is tai* 
fold greater? 

'' Yoiur Zaira has quitted the stage, I 
hear. Well— but can sudi a woman ever fe 
qff the «fag«?— WiU not the mimetic ha^ 
bits, studied attitudes, artificial feelings, 
and insatiable thirst £m- indiscrtminating 
applause accompany her every where ? But 
she is a woman of genius — so much the 
worse Xi&a thousand times. The pride and 
pretensions of a woman of literature, graft- 
ed on the sec9nd4iand senitimentaUty and 
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&ctitious existence of an actress, would 
be enough to drive a saint out of his 
senses ; and you are no saint, De Coutcy. 
I am not fastidious ; I honour Uterature, 
a qud conJUear nuUam partem 7ne<e ietatisi^ 
karruUse. I do not condemn the stage, un- 
der certain restrictions ; but never would 
I wish to meet an actress but on the stage, 
or encounter an autlior but in his worics. 
Louis XIV. said no man could be a great 
man to his vakt-de-diambre. The Uttie- 
nesses of those people when taken off the 
stilts, on which our imagination and their 
own vanity have helped to prop 1^em, are 
intolerably mean, irritating, and disgust- 
ing. A literary woman professed, I should 
perhaps like to meet once or twice in mixt 
company ; but never at my dinner-table, if 
I wished for a comfortable meal ; never at 
my fire-side, if I wished for peace. 

" IDa tamen gravior, quse^ cum discumbere ooepit> 
Laudat VixgOiuin, peritoFK ignosdt Eliss, 
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Comnatdt vates^ et co myara t inde 1 
, Atque alia parte in trutiiia suqpcndit Homenun. 
Cedunt grammatici^ Tincuntur ilietores^ omnia 
Turba tacet^ nee canaifficaa^ nee pvoco loquatmr 
Altesft nee mulier." 

^< A woman of Hta^ture is infinitely 
more insupportable than a man ; for, to the 
pride and irritability of an author, is super- 
added the prescriptive distincticm c£ her 
sex^ that homage with which wom^i in 
civilized society are intoxicated from their 
yery cradles. 

" Ohi my dear De Courcy ! my heart is 
wrung at this moment at the thought that 
my advice is, pa*haps, coming too late. If 
it be so ; if you are married, return to Ire- 
land; bring with you your wifie, and I wiU 
be the first to meet and welcome har with 
an aching heart. If you are not, kave her, 
leave her this moment, and for ever! for 
Godls sake, for your country's sake, and for 
your own, leave her ! Let not Eurc^ 
witness the sl^ameful speetade c£ an inde* 
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pendeit man, a gentlefstmn, trailed over the 
continent in the wake of an actress^ the 
overgrown pupil of a female pedagogue. 
Let not the country that can boMt a Gtat^ 
^n, a Curran, a Moore» an Edgeworth^ a 
Lady Morgan, a PhilipSy a Sheil, reckon 
a character so degraded among thofie of her 
children! 

'' E. ASGILL.** 

Be Courcy answ^ved this letter imrne^ 
diately, delighted to find an eiccuse for Ms 
feelings even m die reptcmAes of another. 
He announced his intention of retuMing to 
Ireland ; he did not speak eiiket i»f Zaim 
or of Eva; he dared not ; i^lf-degi^idation 
assailed faim when he thought either of his 
opnnection widi t^e one» or his desertion of 
the other* A thousand things rushed on 
fab mind while wrj^g, that flushed his 
cheek, that " douUy dyed it with imperial 
orimson.'' The Mnts, the repeated hints of 
hid being ** un hmme rife* bonnes fortunes f 
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tlie constant suspidous defierenoe to his 
opinions in Zaira ; the doubtful homage ; 
the inTidious-submission; the guarded man- 
ner of Hie old; the jealous sneers of the 
yoang — all — ^how could he haye been iiw 
sensiMb U> them ! it was madness, stupefiK?- 
ti^i. 

A» the day foUowing, Zahra's faillets 
came to aiquire mto the cause of his ah* 
sence, and came unanswered. He was i^ 
soWed tor quit her— he knew not how^—he 
Apeaded ^lat the next interview with hev 
wmild oYerthvcn^fais resolution— he dread* . 
ed> he bewailed^ froD» the beMcm oi his 
heart, the total want e£ resolotiom io Ins 
elearaeter^ the miseiyitmiBt oause to others, 
the nnsery it had caused to himself. He 
remained the whole day hi a state of gloo- 
my irresdution, satisfied with but one de- 
eisive step he hadtatoa; he had written to 
Mr Asgill, he had sent off his letter* and 
he was detennined to abide by its contents, 
md quit the continent, wbexe he bad left 
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peace, character, and manly &me, for ever 
behind him. 

Zaira, her notes unanswered, and mo- 
lested all day by visitors whose presence 
was torture to her, sought refuge in her 
usual habits, and prepared to^ to that last 
splendid party which was given to the Rus- 
sian nobles the night brfore they were to 
follow the emperor on his way to England. 
While dressing, she made a thousand ex- 
cuses to herself, dtsbdieved them all, and 
again repeated l^em to herself as she would 
*to a strangar whom she was trying hu- 
manely to impose on. Parhaps this was 
the first night she felt the influence of her 
feelings predominate over that of her ha- 
bits ; her beauty, her genius, never met 
with more homage, yet she was wretched— ■ 
but still she persisted in exacting the tribute 
always paid her in society with a kind q£ 
splenetic triumph — ^never had she fdt so im- 
xious for distinction, yet never so indiffer- 
ent to it. Strange par&dox of the human 
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heart, or rather oi the human mind, that 
can ]Hrey on the flp<nl8 of feding, and ait at 
the banquet with terriUe gaiety, aggnnrm- 
ted by the sight erf* the hand-writing on the 
wall that at once dooms and excites it. 
When destiny is thus armed i^aanst us^ 
we seem to take a melanchdiy pleasure in 
mdiing to the fi^t, thou^ we feel the 
battle is lost. 

The Rusoans whom Zaira met were not 
literary men, but they were sufficiently im- 
pressed with her literary fiune to attend to 
hw with the deepest interest,— the interest 
of curiosity, if not of feeling ; and ihey 
knew the literature of their own country, 
i^dra struggled to lemembar the s^eee^ of 
Voltaire, who, when ocmversing with Rus-v 
sian noblraien. Tfho lamaited the sterility 
of th^ country, observed, that it had a( 
least been fruitful in laurels* She exerted 
herself«-Hdie tried to recal some traces that 
once had existed in her memory of Rus^ 
- cf 



y Google 



Aft woiff£sr. 

rian Btmitufe. They had aH escaped htr ; 
like remembered but tWQ trifling anecdotes, 
bait iKhegKdce and ^irit wHh which she totd 
them made them interestang. 

Knowing that uneiTilk^ natioBs 9xe 
most flattered by the praise of reflnemenl^ 
she mentioned^ as a p'oof of it» the inscrip* 
timi on the medals of the Russiim ^Benrs, 
who, having defeated the Turks in a naval 
eng^ement,. were desived t^ wear on thdr 
reverse the woi^ ^' I was there,"— simple 
and snbKime memorial ! Then she advert- 
ed to* the rhigs, the moumiiig rings^ worn 
on the death of Catiierine, which here the 
motto^ "^ Paul ccmsoles meJ!^ Then feelkig 
her success,, she passed oti to the Hghtor 
CcHnpositions of the Russians, and repeated 
the sir^giAnrpelitical satize, ki the foem cS 
a ballad, whose pro&neness may ahnost be 
jpOTgiven for its humour. 

*' God starting from, sleep at a gie^ 
noise, asked the mge\ Gbbrid the caiue 
of it ; and the angd answered, the Rus- 



y Google 



WOMEN. 69 

sums are at war vnHh the Turks; and 
Grod answered. Who leads the Russians ? 

and Gabriel said, the Fiinee G ; then 

God turned himsdf to sleep i^ain. A great 
BfOise was agaon heaid ; the JD&ty started 
up, made the same enquiry, was answered 
again by the angel, the Russians are at 
war with tiie Turks. Who kacb my bdo- 
ved Russians now ? said God ; and Gabriel 
answcaredt. the Frinoe P-««-*-,. (Zairft took 
care to mention no names, for Ae lauem 
SK>tilMng of the political or fiuxnly cotmM- 
tions of those whom she was^addresnig,)— 
tlien said God, Get me my boots, Gahriol, 

The Russians w&e delif^iieA widi thia 
raftrance to what th^ knew ; it was seUbnif 
Ihey met with it in Paris; the Paiiuaai 
weretoofiillof themoelyes.' Zaim seamed 
to ha^e naturalized tiiem in the midst of m 
eBy so unfile Pi^ersBur^. Music follow- 
ad ; the Russians ave miasic^ and ample 
justice was done to her by her delighiei 
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audience. Some of tbem expressed their 
pleasure in those exaggerated phrases, that 
fidse or ddfective s^isibility loves to shelter 
itself in. They talked of muses, and the 
strains of Orpheus, and melting rocks, and 
listening trees, and *^ such branches of learn- 
ing." Zaira looked disconcerted. 

*< It is clasdcal praise,'' said De Viosme- 
nil. 

^ And for that very reason the last I 
would wish to hear. The ancients, possess- 
ing eitlier a very limited knowledge, or a 
feeble sensibility, never describe the powa*s 
of music but by their effects on physical 
creation. They speak of their influent on 
rocks and forests, on whidi they could have 
-^o influence, but to add a thrilling power 
to their echoes ; but they never tell us that 
music sent (me image to the memory, or 
one feeling to the heart ; that they loyed to 
listen to it when it trembled over the sur- 
&ce of a wave, ox lent a charm to moon- 
light^ 
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Wlien sbe got to the ancients, her Rus- 
sian audit<H7 soon quitted har. Dancing, 
in whidi they are national adepts, followed, 
and Zaira was waltzing with a B^snan of- 
ficer when De Courcy entered Ae rocnn. 
He was glad to see it ; he felt himself justi- 
fied in leaving her to ^ a worid she loved 
so wdL" As he gazed on the brilliant 
sc^ie, another image involuntarily rose on 
hiis mind, like the deities in Homer, 

** Oiw f aut^jMVfi, T«y /«X\wy ovtk o^ATf.** 

It was the form of Eva ; how unlike those • 
around him ! He started as if he actually 
beheld ha*, hurried into the crowd, and 
sought to lose himself in noise and glare. 
That night his manner to Zaira was unusu- 
ally soft. Thus it is that we feel disposed n^ 
to palliate the blow when we are deter- 
mined to strike it with mortal violence. 
The unfortunate Zaira, deluded, and happy 
in ddusion, resigned hersdf to all the in^ 

5 
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toxieation of deHgbt When we lore, we 
need no language to describe the cbai^M 
of die heart ; to us the eye alone, and in a 
moment the veiy moment we meet it, an- 
nounces our destiny. So Zaira hnagmed, 
and perhaps she trusted to the language ei 
the eyes, with as much reason as othere' trust 
the languid of Ae lips. De Courcy at- 
tended her home; he said nothii^ l&at 
might lead to an explanation ; perhaps he 
dreaded that an explanation might justify 
her, and leave him without an excuse ; par- 
haps he wanted a pretext, and when we do 
we are not very nice in the choice of ona 
He saw her to the door of her apartm^i^ 
and took his leave with a tenderness^ in 
whidi Zaira, Ukided by ima^nary happi- 
ness, did not discover the melahdioly of m- 
Tohmtary remcnrse. After he retired, she 
returned to her anti-chambar for a bodk j a 
piece of paper lay on the floor, she teok 
it up. De G>urcy^ like many othw pe»- 
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80iifi» vms m ibe habit of trykig ovear and 
0ver i^ain the pcm he was wtxtiiig witt^ 
9ioA ci tradttg on the paper mt wUdi he 
tried them some lines of the lett^ he irss 
cs^aged in. He haid written ffais on a 
piece of paper^ (whik answering 3ir Am^ 
gil,) ^ lam wemrjfj siek to tkemml^mfpn^ 
wmt siimaHon; I ahMjbffimm U as. mom m 

He had retained the lines about him 
accidentally, and dxopt IhCTi in Zaira'k 
anti-chamber. She took them up; read 
them ; — they were 1m mm wards^, writtem 
ijf hk own hind. No escape, i» retreat 
firmn oonvietion*— not a jgteam of hope— > 
and in the moment of her happiness^ in 
a mcunent when Ins smile had heesi the 
pledge of renewed tenderness. Impossible 
-r**she took up the paper again— c^rAi^ 
How dreadfiil wh@Q the mind thus caUs^on 
hope, and ia answered by deq^«— -when it 
^j^p^^eals to the mercy of doubt^ and is re*> 
pelted by the tyranny of absolube certitude ! 
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She stood with her eyes fixed on the paper 
till she could stand no longer ; all was mist 
and darkness round her ; she did not see 
the chair she sunk on. Accustomed to 
strcmg efforts, she struggled for the re^ 
sumption of her reason, and attained some 
degree of consdousness^-horriUe consd- 
oumess. The first moments of such re-^ 
turning recollection are like the first mo- 
ments of those who recover after iaintmg 
on the rack. They hoped it was death, 
but are tortured into existence by pain ? 
the grating of the iron that is to renew 
their sufferings, invades their ears almost 
bdbre they have recovered the sense of 
healing. She awoke, she felt she lived, 
and her first sensation was a horror of life. 
She rose, and walked rapidly up and down 
the room; violent pain always impels to 
motion ; she looked round on every object, 
to convince herself that they filled the same 
apartment in which he had just quitted h»* 
On the walls, on the cdling, on the floor. 



y Google 



WOMEN. 6$ 

on the furniture, on every tiling above, be- « 
low, around her, she saw Ugihly the same . 
words traced, shifting, revolving, biuming. 
before her eyes, the sirme words, *' I shall 
fly from it as soon as possible." She fdt 
terrified at theincreasiiig number, rapidityy 
and fiery light of tiie diaracters. She quit- 
ted the room, and w«nt into a balcony fill- 
ed with flowers ; their fragrance and beau* 
ty seemed to reproach her wretchedness; 
she gazed upward on the sky, but the same 
letters were there. She looked up al the 
stars with a feeble reminiscence of the de- 
light that the view had once given bar ; it 
was in vain — she could indeed see the stars, 
but she felt their beauty no longer. She 
retired to her room, and passed the remain- 
der, of that horrible night walking up and 
down the apartment, as if she was in search . 
of sometiiing^ The lights burnt out ; she 
ptaused and drew aside the curtains, — ^the 
pfile, but lovely light c^ the morning, came 
gleaming on, smUing at^ mocking her. She 
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leaned her head against the edge of the win- 
dow, bnt fdt not the refi^ of tears. The 
itxj adranced i!nthout her bekig able to fix 
mie idea in her mind, to form one plan. 
She expected every moment te see him en- 
ter and announee hw fate. He came, as he 
usually did, but earlier than usual ; she adf* 
Tanced to meet him, dmost convulsed with 
eme(i<m ; she was instantfy calmed by the 
perfect unconsciousness of his look. He 
knew nothing of her having seen the pa* 
par and bang i^prized of Ins intentions. 
He was smprised at her dgitaticm, and to 
have seen them, <me would have imagined 
tiiai it was she who was about to alter oh 
a subject of emotion, and he who was about 
to listen. 

He came to enquire into her am^ge* 
ments for the day; and then she tried 
to recollect what would hmce been her 
plans the day before. He appeared to . 
listen to them with pleasure, engaged to 
join in some of tihiem, and retired just as 
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others were entering. In one moment 
Zaira passed from despair to deligkt Not 
a word of jpxplanatu>n ;---iiot a kinfe had 
been givai. It was impossiUe that he 
could be detennined to desert her, that he 
could visit her with so little emotion <hi the 
eve of separation. ^ Impos»tde» — impos* 
sible P' repeated the wretdied Zwa; ^ mid 
with those eyes and witih that voice !•-» 
Their elcpression still unaltered, their tone& 
stall so delicious. Imposnble— I wiQ dis- 
trust my own senses first. It was sciawt-^ 
ed in a momeit without thought;— it re- 
lates to something else ;— 4t was a quota- 
tion ;— 4t was not his hand ;^-^o matter 
whatit was ;— I son the haj^est of w<mien.'' 
And the happiest of women she was all 
that day and all night; and who can say 
that her happiness was not as wdl founded 
as that of those who might deride ks hdi- 
Lowness and fitUacy ? 

^ De Courey was unusually soft and ten* 
der in his mann^ ; tins was a good omen^ 
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but evay thing would have been a good 
omen m her present state of excitements 
Her .pmetration was blinded hg her hopes^ 
or she would have discovered that his ac- 
cent and manner were exactly like those 
of a physician who softens his t(me when^ 
compelled to pronounce there is no hope. 
For many days she struggled to impose 
on herself-^miserable impositk>n !). Fought 
the dubious battle of decreasing hope$ 
and increasing fears — lived on a look — 
treasured a whisper — weighed glance with 
glance— existed but on the chance of hope 
that his looks supi^ied, when their expres- 
sion denoted any thing but a thought of 
her*— watched his conversatimi when ad- 
dressed to strangers, and tried to extort a 
con&fmation of her hopes from alK that 
rightly understood. Would have realized 
her fears. Then hope itself could no long- 
er deceive her ; her heart began to fail her ; 
certain decisive indications appeared in his 
manner, Fertiaps be thou^t that unless 
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he undeceived her, she never would unde- 
ceive herself; peihaps he thought that 
when oiielty is brief, it is like mercy. At 
1^ events, his Manner could no longer be 
misunderstood. In despair, Zaira shut her- 
self up ifort)ne<)ay, the most horrible she 
ev» had past— tfie desolation of her mind 
was united with that of her heart Every 
thing ^e saw gave her a sensation of min- 
gled fecur, pain, and repelfing sense of hosti- 
lity and vacancy togeth^, inconceivable, 
except to those who have suffered like her. 
Such sufferings have been. 
' That day De Viosmenil called ; his inti- 
macy justified his advancing to her apart- 
ment unannounced. Zsora fled from it on 
hearing the sound of his voice ; the sight of 
a friend gives us horror in the first disap^ 
pointment of passion ; then we feel how in- 
ferior is every resource that human life, in 
affl its infinite variety of relations, can offer, 
and the contrast is an insult to dur agony. 
On the sofa whidi she had: just quitted. 
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_De Vk)Sin^il found only a handkerchief 
drenched in her tears, and a volume of Lord 
Barron's poema. He knew English litera* 
ture well ; be took it up,T-it was op^n at 
the notes/^the note where that great poet 
mentions, in prose as affectmg as his poetry 
is suUkQei the grief of fak wild attendant 
on their separationt«p— the sinq^e tlirilling 
i^rassion of ibs^ ^ef««*M'«tf€irii— <' He 
leaoes we^ The page was stUl wet with 
Zaira's tears^ and the words were distin- 
guished by reiterated p^idl lines. 

De Viosmenil comprehended the whole 
in a moment, and on tbe spot he wiote 
a letter to Madame St Maur, to entreat 
l^er, as her suit was likely to terminate 
favourably^ to hasten instantly to Paris; 
and he added, that h» {n*esence might be 
necessary to console ^aira. Madame St 
Maur, on receiving this letter, lost not a 
moment in hastening to Paris ; the veiy 
hour she ^arrived she hurried to Zaira's re« 
sid^cie. Zaira understood the meaning of 
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tiiis sudden journey, this abrupt appear- 
ance, and flinging herself into the arms of 
the affectionate, but French-hearted wo- 
man) (whose feelings actually deprived her 
of iqpeedi, the greatest sacrifice perhaps a 
French womaji ever made, even to friend- 
ship,) she wept in agony« Madame St Maur 
wept too, fike a good-natured child, who 
weeps because those it loves are shedding 
tears. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

•L'ultiina che ai petde ^ la ipcraiiia.-*TA8fo. 

Madame St Maub's advice was good, 
so was De Viosmenil's ; but people give ad- 
vice in a cold reluctant way when they are 
forced to advise on the consequences of a 
step the direct opposite to what they haye 
recommended. They cannot hdp giving so- 
lemn credit to their own sagacity, even in 
the very condolence they administer on its 
being neglected. Thra followed the wretch- 
ed expedients of beauty dreading the de- 
cline of its power. Grief made her humUe ; 
she was terrified out of all reliance on her 
mental pbwers ; — ^they had deceived her ; — 
perhaps th^ had revolted him. She tried 
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to attract by her exterior ; she varied her 
costume, but nothing now seemed to be- 
come her. A thousand times, Ustening to 
the hopes of others rather than her own, or 
drawing temporary good omens from his 
silence, she reasoned herself^ by resolute so- 
phistry, into the %elief that he would not 
desert her; and just as she arrived at this 
conviction, the thought of the lines in his 
awn hand would stab her like a dagger. 

Often she tried to derive the impossibi- 
lity of ^is leaving her, from her having her- 
self given no cause for it. Wfiat folly !•— 
When men desert women, it is sufficient 
that the cause is in themselves. Often she 
said to herself, ^* What have I done unto 
thee, or wherein have I wearied thee ? Tes- 
tify against me." She did not know that 
it was enough that he was wearied. .Once, 
when they were accidentally alone together 
for a moment, lAe resdved on speaking to 
him ; one simple word would have done it, 

VOL. IIJ. o 
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but a thiMisand eame rushing to fie* HktoeA^ 
and dioaked all utterftiee ; she tried to 
throw out all her genius and her passion in 
mie appeal of eloquent agony ; and aU fail- 
ed her. A woauui of less talent and less 
feeling would have spcd^en with ease. The 
sudden change of her expression, the dumb 
anguidi of her look^ were understood hy 
De Courcy, bat not answered. He turned 
away — some others entared-^^-the opportu- 
nity was lost. ^ 

She still continued to appear widi him 
at assemblies, at the theatres, at lectures, 
everywhere where popularity flattered lier 
with the hopes her heart was hourly feeU 
ing the fidsehood of; die clung likeclecli- 
ning royd^ to forms, as she £ett its power 
was diminishing. They w«it together ttie 
next day to hear a popular preacher. The 
preachers ware now resuming their influ- 
ence, and displaying their doquence in Fa- 
ns. Bourdaloue and Masinllon were ex- 

10 r 
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pected to revive-midw fhe aimpickm shade 
if£ the lily once more. ' 

The preftcher was v^y e^oqfsmut^ unHke 

the preachers ot :tbe contiiieiit» who waste 

their talents ia paii^yrisiiig a saint whom 

DO one cares three straws about He took 

)iis subject ^tma the charities ef do me s ti c 

life, of windh all aire doomed U> en)^ the 

hlessing; or bitterly to feel the want His 

toKt was from St Peter, ^'Xe pitiful, be 

courteous." There was much menticm c^ 

Ijhe Bourbons, delightful to die eais a£ 

many, gratin to ike ears of viore. He 

cared not how lie brought ih&a m ; it was 

in lftl4, and all was welL iM; last he eame 

to th^ sul^eot He spokc: of , the rdigion 

of Christ, c£ its poww to diffuse, not only 

its blessedness over the mind, but over the 

ipaxmers oi mankind. He compared it to 

^e prepious oil that was poured, not ma*e- 

ly on Aaroii's head, but went down :to the 

skirts of his dothing. He exclaimed, '' Oh, 
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that we felt how much -misery we may 
cause in life, and how little happiness it is 
in our power to bestow ! Even when, ftom 
the force o£ destiny, from the irresistible vi» 
dssitudes of life, we are compelled to be 
the cause of unhappiness to x)ur fellow^ 
creatures, how much of their wretchedness 
may be palliated by the manner <i£ its in«* 
infliction ! If we must draw the bow, we 
need not barb the dart with cruelty ; we 
need not dip it in the poison of wilftil hos* 
tility ; we must often smite our victims in 
life, but let us smite them like a sacrificing 
priest, not like an immolating foe." 

At these words the wretched Zaira turn- 
ed her eyes all bathed in tears on De 
Courcy ; his were averted. He was re- 
marking to De Viosmenil the peculiarity 
of the chairs hired in the French churches 
to the .congregation, and making a compa- 
rison, not at all favourable to the former, 
between this arrangement so theatrical, and 
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the quiet decent aocommodakkm in tbe 
pews of English churches. After this she 
gave up all hope of touching his heart by 
a public appeal — she trusted to die knew 
not what — she was conscious of a power, a 
depth of passion in her own heart, whose 
resources, if once developed, if once dis* 
played to him, must infidlibly afiect him* 

'* If he would but hear me !" said she to 
Madame St Maur ; *' if I could but pour 
out before him the thoughts that are de* 
vouring my heart, he might not love, but 
he must pity me ; he could not banish me ; 
be would suffer me to follow as a slave." 

A slave !— thus the image of subjection 
always recurs to a woman» whai the tem- 
porary triumph to whldi men raise her is 
over; with subjection her course b^an, 
and with that it is doomed to end. Ma* 
dame St Maur strongly opposed this des- 
perate step of throwing ha«df cm bar lo- 
Yer*s mercy. She urged many reasons. 
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4tkvm ftMB the wit ffiid hMt^ of French* 
wcmen and VretHhthen ; $ht bad bettef 
kgv^ urged csie pteiin rea^n, dmwn horn 
Htut natove of tnen and women in general-^ 
that when we rush to^ prostrate ourselves 
with hearts all on fire before those to whose 
hearts we cannot communicate a single 
spark^ it appears like a dramatic scene where 
we are the sole actors^ and, wanting sym- 
patby^ we dmosi begin to appear like im- 
postors t0 ourselves. Hius the hope of ap^ 
peal, itf'Axpbnatick)^ was altogether giverf 
up, and she &)gei«d tiimtgh a few &ys 
more ot misery^ during which ^he tried to 
find a shdttf in his siknce. ** tie has not 
ipakeni' said she to herself; ^ all maj be 
wdL** 

Wfetdied resource ! when we imagine 
we shall not toe deserted, because those who 
announcie it a tlh>usand other ways, have not 
Mnofifieed it in words. That hour at la^t 
eaoM. One erenitig at De Vioanenirs, fiii*. 



y Google 



WOHEK. 7f 

Imlie dtTmmingis, vrlK> vnm a viokiit3ua* 
napttrHsst, ^was mastknng, m tbe diief 
glocy of Mft jdjTiAtty^ that he had aeeamu- 
IsUd the 8po& of all Europe in Paris, and 
thus leduced ike tour of the ooothnent to a 
visit to the metiopofis of FVanee,--48 Sf men 
ought to have their thmats out for the 
saUitne consolation, t^t, after thefar death, 
their ptuQdered property wocdd be earned 
bffrto enibeUish Paris. 

<< Yoa irltt not now,** said she to De 
Ooofcy, ^ have to vMt Italy 4o see an 
ApoDo or a Venus de VLeHA:^ 

^ It is no loRger my intention to visit 
ItdjC said De Courcy &inly. 

^ Kbt visit Italy 1? reposed the whole 
party, widi various fe^tti^;^ <|nd in diffa^ 
ent discordant k^s of amaz»Eiait>— <^ not 
viat Italy i«^bat whak then? — where do 
ytm purpose to go ?** ^ 

.^ I {mrpose«'**SQ09i«t**tD eetnrn to Ire* 
land^" said De Couoq^ his voice gaining 
firmness as he annmmosdhis resolatioa. 
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. " Irdand !— Ireland !" was edioed by dl 
in such tones of horror^ as if the place of 
his destination had been Pandemonium — 
'^ Irdand !" aU were in a moment in arms 
against the thought Eulalie expostulated* 
in her most seductive tones, against it ; for 
^e felt that when he quitted the continent, 
^ must lose him tot ever, M. d'Obessan 
opposed it with manly reascming; for he 
wished his mind to be enriched by varted 
imagery, and his characttt str^igthenied by 
acquaintance with life. And the generous 
suffering friendship of Madame St Maur 
and De Viosmenil inspired them with un- 
availing eloquence. Zaira's cause could not 
have been supported with more zealf had 
ihey been pleading foar ibim own lives. 
. They read her doom in this reeolutimi, and 
they struggled hard to avert it with zeal- 
ous energy and fruitless kindness. They 
brought Um to confess, that Irdand was a 
country where one coiiid neither find intel- 
lectual or physical luxury ; where the inha- 
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lutants were nmther cultivated enoogfa to 
furnish therofii^ementsofcoiitinentalyOr ridi 
toougfa to supply the con^forts of English 
life» (which tii^ allowed tatiier gnid^oif^y^ 
tod oUiged to naturalise the word eo/a^prt 
with a very indifferent graee;) they brought 
him to ccmfess, that, as an or^dian, he had 
iK> ties of nature ; as a mah of taste and li- 
terature, he could have no enjojrm^it there. 
•*— Granted— he granted all—" What then 
could be his motive ? what amid be his 
motive?'' repeated all the voices ; their va- 
rious tones c^ sdfidiness, disinterestedness, 
Qsiriosity, and affisction, mingling in (me 
oi^motion tide of vehment enquiry. 
, ** It is my country,'' said De Courcy ; 
and, as he uttered these w<»rds, the expres* 
sion of his beautiful. and heroic features 
seemed to announce a sentiment which he 
did not feel. He spoke merely to get rid 
of thdjr importunity. The French taste fin^ 
sentiment swallowe^^ up all oth^ feelings ; 
p 2 



y Google 



wliMi ht Ipbk^, ill «p|daiided eageify, all 
bat Mftd«m€f ^ Maun who, ivlth proud and 
geherous ki^Rgntttkm, retved, and se^teA 
herBtH Ibentde j^ni, who btd heaid allJ 
Zein predfted h^r frl^Hl^ hand m |ier 6M 
0tie. The tooiti was so spacious they t&M 
i^eak wiAi^ ob«ienratk»i. * - 

'' Yei^,** mid Eiin^ her tears drapping^ 
fast on ^le hand she held^*** yei» my dean: 
my generous friend> I ftd yirar knidiie8» 
j|t xfif hkiken Heart—I see the genafcma 
^tess efforts your iHendiliip is prompifeg: 
yoii to make^-^ is aH OYer. I am fike the 
man in Lewis^ tale ofthe Ahaoonda^ who 
knew in bis honUdeBrtmt^swtouBded bjp 
the siifpent) all hfe frieilds were doio^; Had 
knew aB Wtt done m Tim. His mis^ 
WW oitty aggra vat ed Is^y Urn istrog^ §m 
his relief; mUm is aggtimifted too^** sa^ 
sh«, wee|^]$ ttMe bkteriy, "^ by the itelfl^r 
Aat my woAed heart has not toim iow 
eten ^ gntitude.'' » 
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*rfa«( night Di Coarey wcat to fii» Tbrn- 
tre P«}RdMU ;.tlM entetiMiunaitt pasaed be- 
fore htm lik« figures » a iiM|^ hmtan. 
He was itviay of glave, ebc«t«iMnt,.tt*nu». 
ti«in ; hb wMM^d £bt vsp09^ hni hl» haart 
dmibi: tarn Hmt Hm pnrer^ hoth: pbjnl. 
cal and in«ital» had been too early exdted^ 
hlk iuetiuitioii «f Ghniut»r vnm not «Btire- 
fy «inii]^nal->-^to» ettaify excited, too cufy 
di^dot>ed % 1»H kM«f>t7V «nd geimu^ he 
ftk to» eitfly the n^ndde unatttbn^ of 
pffBmatore eiacSteineiit. Ihc dt ei w t to wutt 
mkf be oscfiii to haryM it nust be fiitd. Sb 
Plis^ Moydaunk thus, ki ^aity yonth, tast. 
eA the «Hp cff ^ m»» iEBgu»tod> and ^e- 
i4fiiwt 4]y^^lrili^«lfm Ikuid. Ai I)e CkHiwy fCk 
tli«dft«to4tetheatre»iieidiMErv«dso«ie«M 
Wtof4lil»#Tng4Kitii; te tomed; keoaaght 
a^^h»(p«e^<he>figm»t ifcwasateMtfe. A 
ftitot^rtodof im (McfiMaiiaB, which he was 
detewiiliMl to^wrc^ stole nwrer Mm whent- 
«i^^the «t^ <of <^|^ala wtie heafd M- 
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lowing him in the streets of Paris. He 
stopt ; muffled as the figure was, he caught 
a glimipse o£ Zaura'a features ; he hurried 
On ; the sobs of the mu£fed female follow- 
ed, but did not make him turn. It is im- 
possible to. say how low love may reduce a 
woman. 

When, the next day, Madame St Maur, 
who had sense enough left to see that a 
man cduld not be persecuted into love, ex.- 
postulated ¥rith her on this ikspen^ stepv 
Zaira answered her, in wretched despera« 
tion, ** Yes, I am sunk so low ; I cannot hide 
it fix>m myself; why should I try to hide it 
from others? Yes, I am degraded f and 
she repeated it with that feraeUy against 
^<9^.that leaves no room for reproadi 
fixnn others. ^' I am degraded-^I am sunk 
even to ^e bare hope — the miseraUe wish 
that he may still remain—remain in my 
sights barely in my sight, though lost to 
my hopes forever. I^kme be placed, where 
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I may but see him*— merely me him. Let 
me but catch the shadow of his passing 
figure on the wall, that figure whi^ con- 
tains all perfecticMi. lict me but hear die 
sound of his y(Aoe, though never addressed 
to me. Let me but kiss the earth wheue 
his steps have been imfNTessed. Let him 
but stay— stay whane I may see him ;** she 
repeated in wild agony, and with amvulp 
sive aetion-— *' ami I am resigned ;— Let 
him marry, and I will croudi in some 
comw c^ the church to gaze cm his bride ; 
and if he has a child— how I would idolize 
his child! I would be a mother to it-^AJas ! 
I n»ght have been its mother." 

Madame St Maur could not reason with 
&elings she nev» knew ; she was terrified, 
; — " hqf>eless she spdke of hope^ — all hope 
was vain. Zaira grew worse, she became 
delirious; l^r friend then determined to 
wi^;ch that night by her miserable bed; 
but the day was as hul as the night, and 
the following night sll was much worse. 
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Mad«fiie 'ft Mmt never quttted her^ 
thi Frendh terror c^ fever seemed to make 
an excep^ti in her <xise ; irfie watdied btr 
friend ineessafntl^r, and «tole dowa erenf 
moment to enquire wfacdier De CouTcy* 
kad called. Tke esil was not sa punctual 
as she ODuld wisdi, but she always went li^ 
wkh a flatteiing message. He had eaUed^ 
was in a hurry ; she {Madame St MmarJ^ 
had gi-eirt; diffieulty in keeping hkft from 
rufiMing to her apartment. When natlnng 
better eeuM be satd^Bhe assured Zaiia thai 
he WM waiting in lheanti<iiamber^ and that 
she Would not wSkt Imn tt» enten That 
night — (the th&dnight)/^Zairawaishi artate 
of sl«ipor titt a bUe hour; ber attoidants 
then undt^essed her^ and Madame ^ Mautf^ 
sat by her bedflide.^ ^^ura started uf lafter 
a ftw minutes perturbed rest, and eageri^ 
mquired i^er Madame St Misir^ motiier. 
Madame St Mtor imagined this was dcfi^ 
rkimy and she Yepliajkthat fan mother wvi 
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m LaBgaedoe, and trw WeD» Zaim W£i 
siletit for a long time, and thfti sidd, ita m 
feeble tone, ^ I was dreaming of myowamoi 
fli£*r-- 1 ant not MpeMtitktes ; bat T tierer 
dreamt of tJttt moat iml^rtmate Woarini; 
that ha image Was not a prtouacNr of aottie 
eakunity.'^ 

Madame St Haur ImmI nerer im&ti hat 
speak of ber motker bthre ; bttt her a^ae 
of Zaira's^aiilffi^iiiigi was etrongi^r thim hit 
aunosity^ and she fwholre to tmake nay en^ 
quirie^. ' Zaira slept tooA after» bilt ia m 
Abrt time her aieep became daea^Kdl^r dai^ 
turbed; her featnf^ w^re diriUtftbd and 
hA ifeapiratioii was a groan. Madanfe St 
Maur, tm:8fed by Che' state in which' she 
aa# her, ^ok^ her ; she stnted upu 

*' I hare se^ heF~I have seen htr T iiie 
eried^ sitthig up in her bed» imd gracing 
lefodame l$t Maui^ hand, while a talilfle 
expression peria|il her pale^ ilxed Aa^ 
tuns. W ^ ' ' 
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. " Seen wham ? — ^what have you seen ?** 
said Madame St Maur, terrified in l^r 
turn, 

\ ^ Oh ! that pale giri — Aat gW with the 
light hair, and blue eyes — ^that pale gill 
wh(»m I murdered — ^Yes,** she continued 
with increasing energy, as her delirium di- 
minished ; " yes, murdered, as surely as if 
I had thrust a sword into her heart. I saw 
them all ; I was in Ireland agaiy, and De 
Courcy was there ; 1^ offered me wine, and 
while I drank it he told me it was hlood-*- 
blood drawn from her heart ; and then he 
pointed to her — ^that pale girl — oh ! she was 
standing near so horribly pale-*— and i^ 
smiled on me with her white bloodless lips 
—and all her friends were behind her— her 
reMgious friends, in a kind of solemn mist 
i— they vfexB singing a hymn, and she jtrin- 
ed them, and they parted all in light, a])d 
left me in darkness-*s Jk darkness T 
Madame St Mawr ^Rd to reason with 
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)ier oil the foUy of heeding a nervous 
dream. 

^'^ I am not nervous— I am not mad,*" said 
Zaira ; ^ k was nodream. I nc^ver saw her 
before^ yet I know h^ m well now as if ^ 
were sitting beside my bed^ Delphine ; her 
light hair, her blue fixed eye, her horrible 
whit^iess, her death-like smile, and I drink- 
ing her bliDod, and to I did. Oh, Delphise*! 
what have I to answer for !~-M y tmunph 
has been short, and every Uow thai I strudc: 
<m her heart, has been visited on my own, 
and with a mortal force " 

Madame St Maur, terrified h^:8elf, ex- 
erted all her powers to sooth and;.GOinpo9e 
her, and at last succeeded. She lay down 
again, and from exhaustion dept several 
hours ; wh^i she awoke, ^e drew asi^ her 
curtain, and saw Madame ^k Maur stand 
smiling at her bed-side. 

" Oh !" said she^ starting up^ ** you have 
good news fw me^your salat$ttkm fe Kite 
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tiMit of ilie Chinese; ]felio|ty is painted on 
y<mr countenance.'' 

^ De Coarey is in tke anti^^hamber/' 
said Madame St Maar, smiting With alfeo- 
tionate ddight ; ^ he says he wUl wait thaw 
tin he sees yoti, if you are able to see 

** If Imn abler opied Zsdra, springing 
vagk ^ Olky my dear Ddphine ! ring &r my 
women ; I am well, quite well ; I shaU bt 
dbrnt vtk a moment'' 

Hie trepidation of her eagerness delayed 
her preparation, and she was a Ittile shocks 
ed when she viewed herself in the glass ; 
\kx wmnen, howeTer, the moment they 
had fastened the combs In her hair, pro^ 
nowioed her mi^ h rnvir^ and she was will* 
i^ io betkv^ them. She flung a shawl 
round ha:, to- hide the obvious decline of 
her wasted figure, and huriied to the room 
where De Ceuicy was. y heir meeting was 
not as war^^ on his sacEe as she expected ; 
perhaps it was impossible that it could ap- 
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pear "suffictaitiy so to W ; btit faft was al 
least tender, anxlons^ and Kspect^ Hk 
visit, too, was €f£ an umisual length, and 
when he retired, though 6he weoM havt 
wished him to stay, she felt that her ex* 
hausted spirits could not support a longet 
visit, and she hoped that hfs oonscioasiiesa 
of this might have induced hhn to shorteii 
it. When all was over, 'Madame St Mao^ 
tfo^d not help ffinging bersdf into Za^'s 
arms in an agony of afl^ionate joy. We 
need not say the embrace was Tetnrne^. 
That day was hap^ness unmixed, witiioat 
a reference to the past, without a glance at 
the future. The present was enough. The 
{present always should be enough^ to wh<^ 
ean ire^on <M m&te? 

Did we know what is passing lA iSk& 
hearts of those on trhom our happiness de^ 
pends, how l^ig would tluit happiness 
fest? Had they known, ho#fever,wliatwaA 
passing in De Courcy's, theif^iirouldntot 
have beea diminished. He wasWHwAe^ 
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awak€9ied, pained by the illness of Zaixm 
He had time for thought, and he thought it 
was enough that one had suffered so m4ich 
by him already i be was determined to give 
2rairaan oppwtunity of explanation, to en- 
quire about her husband (that husband c^ 
whom he felt as much indignant jealousy 
^8 i£ he had been the husband,) — and hec 
diild^— if she had a child. 
^ He ielt, in bis short separation from her^ 
the suspended effect of bar beauty, h^ ta- 
lents, and her constant power of excite- 
ment. He felt that his existence with her 
might be disgraceful ; but without her was 
wrttched. He was resolved ta lead, to list- 
en to an explanation. M, D'Orbessanj tooj 
terrified at his agitation and suff^ings du- 
ring this kiterval^ had qualified, moderated, 
almoi^t iretraoted-— there might be a hus* 
li)im(!^he did not know— there mig^t be a 
ctild— of tbat^*e knew stili less. It might 
be a /-epc^lj^rtnajely a report. De Courcy 
ifi vaii^Pressed fbr m e:icplicit statepient ; 
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he could not ^ve <me, and if he could he 
would not ; he trembled at the tmsdiief 
he had done, though with the best inten- 
tiom. 

In the mean time, De Courcy thought-^ 
he thought of the night when Zwn faint- 
ed, on receiving a letter in Dublin ; of her 
subsequent illness; of her retirement Srcm 
the stage immediate ; ofh&r hurrying so 
soon to France.— There was some mystery, 
said love can never bear a mystery in whidi 
k has no share. 

Zmra's mysteries were evidently not those 
of lave; and the old woman's fiigfatfiil in- 
trusions,^and evident knoifiedge of Zidra— 
all this pressed on his ndnd ; he was deter*- ^ 
mined to know the worst— to do Zlira jus- 
tice, he said ; he should have said, to do jus* 
tice to his own suspicions. • ^ 

He waited on her that morning ; j^iu 
waited on her ; ^strange phrase for a m^^ '• 
ing between those who have lov^,) if 4k>S' 
sible to learn the truth ; she was ob^ously 
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top iH a^d tDd niMh a|^taMl to bew mt.esL- 
'PIbmAw. He resolved to defer It; md 
that evempn^ as be was walkkig in the 
Boulevards, a group o£ young men passed 
him ; que oi tbem he immediately difitin- 
guidied as Bot beiiig a Fraidunan; the 
oextitimehiepaised 1»uBi he eai^ht« strang- 
er view <]f him. De Courey trembled witii 
emotip^^ ; }» Mti^ed ^ear the spot, unalde 
to proeeed £ur s^me Baoments. The piyrty 
sfMA retamed ; lie ^»tivrted lerward ; oixe q£ 
them, the one he had recog^iaedy quitted 
^ restt-startied fi^ward too^ aiMl^tood &ce 
to ffce^ and breftfA. to braasl^ oiqposit^ to ]^ 
Coi»cj« It was ^iligfat ; they saw, and 
^ yet th^didinot s6e eadi oittor's presence ; 
it was }foBtg«ffnefy who stood <^posite to 
him.. J^ shor^ burned sali»tltti<Ma—$t ccdd 
grasp of eadi other's hands^— and a long 
pfdtee followed* Then HoBt|;oiii^y took 
De Courcy's arm» and walked away with 
hio^ thc^ walked in ailenfie tor some time. 
At length He Courey say, in a bn^en 
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reioe, '' HtfW ore iSH ow friendB ki be- 
land?" 

" ¥0Mr friends~4vlttil friends ?'* 

<^ The—the Wertiworthf .*' 

'' Mr 9ikd >frs Wmftfmrtli nte voy 
weH." 

**And'^ — ^ 
.' «Wi*?"' • . ' . ' 

'' And their iifedg^Mte Wa uto^toA . 
Eva?* . ^ . ^ .#- . . 

" She is dying.'' 
. Be C^urc^ gflisped»**Hrtaggev^-^anttde a 
&uit e£feii to tear crpen Ms vest» tfidfidl 
dtilsdMs^ i&ftitttg6ibwy^teiiifi0dt naked io 
l0^ assistanee ; it was longiiefctfe any tassist* 
m^j^e&M ipMne Mm. Mcntfpmtryhii* 
teA hm fia^Ut mA'hBsom^- ut^, aupportsng 
Mm mt Ms kAaes^ watched Mm 'm atlwMe^ 
ndft '^MltboQt aimet;^; He Jted long to 
watch ; ^ r^alsied jmr^ ^im wMtey^ o^ti 
lips, the cheek aad fordiead ceMcr thau 
V^tjfbfe, the vwy faaii, seeiaing to k^ all 
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its eladtioit^ impressed him with t^e perfect 
ghastliness of death ; aiid as he lay thiis^ 
Montgomfay, struck with the contratst, 
could not forbear wondering how a beiftg, 
frail and powerless as that before him, could 
be the cause of such sufferings to others^ 
and reflecting on those sufferings/he almost 
wished him to remain so ; his renewed Kfe 
. seemed only a pledge of renewed misery, to 
all whose ill-fate it was to love him. He re- 
covered, but his recovery was more fright- 
ful than his temporary d^tk He reco- 
vered to the wild delirium of raving agony ^ 
he recovered to curse himself, to tear his 
hair, to dash liimself on the ground with 
horrible prayers, that be might never, rise 
aHve ; in a word, to exhibit the fiightiiil 
pic^re of one vAno is starded from the 
dream of pleasure by conscience fat the 
first time tearing open iJie curtains, and 
awakening him. 

With difficulty Montgomery had him 
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conveyed home, with fstiSBL greater difieulty 
^^ li^ keep him m his bed, from which he 
wmtrying to spriMg, deltnaitted to set out 
^jhit tnooieDt fer InefaukL Kneehog, grcv 
v^tti^ ift weiflipMlaMe wtetohedocss (when 
hn JtrMgUi totafiy fiufed,) hefoie Mbotpx 
xmsy^hexmplarad to be suffered to %«fnd 
mv^ her. MxnAgMkery would have jntied 
him; tet the figute ttfSvB, as he iiBt asw her 
befcnehe^yeitted Irebml, £Ued aUhis mind, 
asiddnedup his heart; besUbs, he Mt that 
his suiiecingSi ^vaoleiit as they werc, were 
fhytioaiU and tber^cnre traiuient, whife th^ 
fUfieiii:^ be inflicted on his Tictiiiis were 
tnentaU jQsai ncrt; soeft to pass slw%j. 
. The next da^ he was cxhaiisted"*«^nii- 
ingly ill — a low intermitted pdlse^ rest- 
lessness^ motteringS'^^every bad indica- 
tion* 

; . Zaira, who hsfd heard a» indistinct ac- 
eouM of his agikation, on meetmg an IrUk 
gemtihmmn the ei'etiing bdS>fe ott the Boale- 
Taids, was at his beddde in the teoming. 

VOL. III. F. 
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There the first object she saw was Mont- 
gomery ; her heart sunk within her at the 
sight ; she felt as if she naet her evil genius. 
De Courcy was not conscious of her being 
there ; and when the next day and the next 
she came, she was told that Mr De Courcy 
was better, but declined seeing any one but 
the Irish gentleman. She turned away in 
silence ; she thought of the time when he 
had waited at her door on her lightest in- 
disposition, and kissed the pencil-lines in 
which she had assured him of her conva- 
lescence — she went home, and waited hour 
after hour for a message intimating a wish 
to see her — ^it came not — ^then ^ confined 
her hopes to a bare answer to ha* enquiries 
after his health — none. 

De Viosmenil and Madame St Maur 
were with her, and, in the impatience of 
an agonized spirit, she turned from one to 
the other, as if either could give those 
hopes that were denied by the only source 
that could supply the^n. Then she was 
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appeased by De Viosmenil's promise to 
fitand centinei at his door, and send her 
by her servants hourly intellig^ice of his 
health/ De Viosmenil promised, but was 
much shocked to observe, that she thought 
more of his sufiermgs than of her own. 
This excluded all hope ; when our suffer- 
ings are derived from otha^, we know not 
when they wiQ end. 

De Courcy was better, better every hour ; 
for Montgomery no longer opposed his in- 
tention of returning to Ireland. De Vios- 
menil knew nothing of this, and hoped that 
she would be appeased by the intelligence, 
of his recovery; but as her fears for his 
safety diminished, other fears arose, and, 
with agonizing importunity, she besought 
him, if possible, to see De Courcy, to hear 
from his^own lips what she had to Jear or 
to hope^ (she laid much emphasis on the first 
word, and uttered the last scarce audibly). 
—She implored but to hear her fate,* and 
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itill abe tmild tiot resign Ifae thbugkt tbM 
De Courcf muld Hot j^onounce her fiUse. 

XteViesmenil promiMd to bear fidthAiUy 
this siniple message, and swore to brfilg a 
direct lund condusive aitower. Th^n wimi 
the wordt ** a direct and oondusiv^ answar^ 
thrttted sa her ears, ^e widied to dday what 
she might preci^tate, but could not aver^^ ^ 
then she tried to add the int^^est ^passioa 
and dloqu^ice to her message— <she felt too 
much could not be said in this hist appeal ; 
but when De Viosmenil, with the patience 
of Ftendi politeties$, and the zeal of an« 
xious frieridship, r^eated over her long, 
k*g addresi word for word, those veity 
Words that canoie biirung fnmi her very 
htart a fbw moments past> appeared to bar, 
from the lifs of imo^r, «o odkl th^t she 
felt it impossible tihey tiould tbudi DeCour- 
ey, a^ burst iff to teahk She fnadd a tibou- 
3and fdterations and addittons, till ber iitean* 
ing became obsc»£re and cdnCtised feven to 
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hetwtf ; and i^, at lengthy nrffiMwd De 
VxMsmenil to depiirt, wHh the feeUng wk|dt 
always accompanies .our reposing ouf Ia8% 
ooncems wkk another,— « ftdhig that they 
eannot aet £3r us as if tbejr weMoursdres^ 
and aeonsciousness ^t if we acted Ibrour-^ 
selves^ the e^ent would be eq«Hi% hopelessi 
Ife went— letuiffied. These Ihigeriuys 
^ v^sery^ this {Hfo^racted distiUatien of 
Wfetebeduess, when we watdi it drop by 
drpps^ see erery one gattieting, and hare 
time to eoont it befinie it fidk, and ahnost 
iMasuK the period of descent, is ttice the 
panisbment described m Moose^ pMtry^ 
where the crinmial is pheed l)ctieatli the 

** DrippiagB of the gmej^^tm,. 
From the corse of him he. slew." 

Zaira suffered all this. De Viosmeiyl's 
answev could not mitigi^ it ; . he could Bot 
sce.Dtt Courcy ; but h^ could see servants 
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of preparation" announcing a journey. Then 
Zaira thought of employing Madame St 
Maur as her intercessor^ for ^e had sunk 
to the hope of intercession. Madame St 
Maur dreaded the office, for she feared that 
her feelings for her friend would operate 
against her interests, or rather her hopes. 
She went, however ; insisted on seeing De 
Courcy, succeeded in seeing kirn, and the 
result has been already told in language 
which we can never hope to equal. 

Zaira, who remembered the influence 
which the animatioji^ the naivete, and the 
exhaustless spirits of Madame St Maur had 
obtained over De Courcy, implored her to 
exert it in her behalf. 



> '^ Misera hoc tamen uniim 



Exequere anna, mihi^ solam nam perfidus ille 
Te colere^ arcanos etiam tibi credere sensus— 
Sola Tiri moUes at aditua et tempora noras." 

VlR0U. 
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Hie rest may be best told in the same 
( «&quisite language. 



** Talibus onb^^ taksque miserrima fletus 
Fertque refertque soror^ sed nuUis ille movetur 
Fletibus."— ViRoiL. 



llien all was over. Zaira herself had 
hope no longerr— she now found employ- 
ment in watching, by her servants, every 
movement at De Courcy's — sometimes' sh^ 
appeared happy when she heard there were 
no immediate preparations for a journey ; 
oftener, when she saw jfrom their counte- 
nances what she was to hear, she shrunk 
from the sight, and motioned tli^em frcna 
the room, without listening to what they 
had to say. - 

. One day the person, from whom they 
had bespoke attendants to accompany them 
when they were to quit Paris, came to en- 
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<iuire when she proposed to set out Z«ra 
was silent for some time; the fetum, ipia^^ 
gining it was forgetfulness, repeated her 
former orders, and reminded her it was near 
the time when she and Mr De Courcy bad 
proposed to leave Paris. " And so he wfll,** 
said Zaira, " perhaps sooner.** 

She dismissed the person, who went away 
surprised at duft change of her iateatiehs. 
A pert}? who were goong to HMky, pressed 
Iter soon after to jom them ;«^filie shook ber 
heed "^ Ah, you ere iiid%)»sibie^'* said 
one of them ; ^ your genkiY will alike eoh 
heUisb life and antiquity." 

** Not BOW, I fter,** said Zaire. A ^ 
m two move ek^ed, and tht* anived whidi 
bed been fixed on for ber leaTing Paiii 
with De Courqy. Madame St Maur ob* 
served the increased gloomy agitation of 
2^ttra that day, though she knew not the 
catise.* * These continued bfews of eecidenl 
M^ what the heart h least able to bean 
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When Miegytftt and ovOTwbdmiMgeslftB^ 
ty is thua pwroeKled out mCo nuMite por« 
tiom, ttid Wcwgli* befet^ Mir nund^ m 
tinet fefttuves^ wlmi^ not a tn^nek cbrauau 
atmee ea» oeevp witlkmt iMalttiig what 1^ 

* memmt can sferHce witikout mvaadkog the 
knell €f departed happinew; o«r maha- 
ik>i» ia ID ▼»»(, and ev e t y slap we tah^ tha 
gmind MMM atiiw with dhgganb 

Ode darjri^ seemed iuiiis«a&7 caha ; Da 
TiiosiQieiitt aiid M adkme St Mauv ware hap^ 
py m^ deoaf¥ed } i^ entreated to be left' 
alone at nm eaily hour, aaid pvmwed U^ 
don^ose herself to* rest; th^ he&rfed her. 
It is ^EmgefOtts to laaife peisoiia smttmig 
iiBdw a» ineii9iafU& ealaaaily $ Hke^mad- 
mek, they ha^e always. Ihft earning to dew 
enre theW heepen. '^ey kft hav; ^Sadra 
had beatd ^t day tiiaC Be C^iwej intend- 
edl to fult IVffis bft his way to Ireli^lJ^ in 
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the evening ; she res(dved to make, one last 
appeal, and to make it in person. 

No mind could be worse diqiosed than 
De Courejr's at this moment to such an ap- 
peal. He had to contend with the nunrbid 
feelings of a broken constitution, broken l^ 
premature excitement, — ^the. remorse. of. a 
conscience wounded in youth, when the 
wound is incurable, — and the loathings. o£ 
unspeakable honor iat the thought of her 
to whom he was willing to ascribe the dying 
su£Perings dTfiva, that he might escape ,the 
burthen of them himself Zaira's beauty 
BOW appeared like the effect, of deliberate 
seductimi, — ^her genius like a spelL Her 
great and good qualities were all underva- 
lued — her simplicity of character, sweetness 
of temper, and genuine humility, (the hu- 
mility inseparable fix>m true genius;) the 
devotedness of heart witli which she was 
attadl^ to him, were all trimes in the eye 
of one who now could see nothing but 
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cnmes in her eondact^ to hide hw s^iae ci 
his. own* 

With all this fiital piepotseseioii against 
her presence, against her very iHuige, was 
comhined a determination to leave France 
for Ireland, — a detemnnation the stronger, 
because it had no distinct object, but mere- 
ly a general hopeof rdief from the diaii^e of 
place. . Montgcmiay, who urged this step, 
saw its inefficacy every moment; but. he 
knew that a vehemait resolution with weak 
minds stands in the' place both of principles 
and feelings ; it flatters them with an ap- 
peaiance of the aiergy they want, and they 
are satisfied with the flattery. SoDeCour- 
ey was to set off for Ireland in a few mo- 
ments ; those few moments 'were all that 
renamed to Zainu As soon as De Vios- 
menil and Madame St Maur lefl; her, she 
wraf>ped* herself in a mantle and went to 
the hotel where;I>e Courcy resided. He 
was q}it ;— «lie sat down in his apartment 
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{)roa€h]ng departure ; — ^tbat nightly inrpik 
latfton^ afc onoe tmnuhaaua and stlmi; — 
^ hun^mg^ taead q£ dooGie$kici;~ligb3i 
boraiiigifecUj^: fima the htaie witih ivUiii 
they were dunied afaoiit ^^trmiks^ packa^ 
1^^ heaeped on tiie dtraaged fiiniitaBa;*-^^ 
the dcfiotatie look o£ looma wfaieb the -pim^ 
seaaor ia abtmt to qmt\ aiw saw italL 
Xi3^ & f<3^ nhnttes Da Cqfuiogr am ved 
flateied without koowi^g dia waa tk»ai 
dkoofvcnsft her; started and. turned awayi 
^he rofic^ attenq^ed to toSUiw hm^ hut Jmi 
add and atiffimiBg fioet aaemed naslad tq 
tha floor. Vie,fuuii§fi^ybmmnMamk^ 
MOm.^^^gave dkeetk>m iu a hasty Toloe^ 
andrewfied thoni^faiu^aitlait^ittiinaBg; 
ha threw hknaelf on a sofin at die opponte 
and of the iooba* fblded kaa vm% and 1^ 
ting hia haad fidi <m his boaon^ remahMd 
siknt.' The room was Tary daik, ko coidd 
baidiy saQ hot muffled figmew hut ht pould 
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Jban bcr sol»» bet Aoekei altocnptt ti 
iq^Mk, SBid sn her ^ to bold oat Imt daaped 

hands to him in an n^fOKiy of t3int tajpipK^ 
cation. He bent his head still lower, and 
rooted his eyes on the ground. It would 
have been some consolation to the wretdi- 
ed Zaira to know he dared not look up ; 
one. glance, one word, might have over- 
thrown his resolution. Suddenly a servant 
entered, and whispered him — ^he rose ; Zaira 
rose too — she felt her hour was come— 
in a moment, in less than a moment, she 
fdlt him dart firom his seat, felt him at her 
feet, felt him dasp her in a last, last em- 
brace, (like that in which death is mingled 
with passion,) and ru^ from the iwrni. 
Every object then swam before her ; she 
neither saw or heard, but she knew his steps 
rapidly descending the stairs, knew when 
he touched the last, when he rushed tluxHigh 
the passage, when the door opened— closed 
—then the thunder of the wheels, as they , 
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bore him dvray, shook tibe pavem^it — She 
heard^ and fdt that if one word oould have 
retained hinit she oould not utter it 
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CHAPTER V. 

-*— Qrbt resedit 



Dtrignitqaei 

The first hours of desartion by those we 
ioTe^ are hours of whidi, not even those 
who have felt them, can describe the mi- 
fl&ry. It is '' the first dark day of nothing- 
ness ;" moments pass on, and thoughts fol- 
low thoughts, like the waves of the sea un- 
4er a midnight sky — ^neither shade, nor 
flight — ^neither distinction, of pause. Oiie 
gloomy lev^ of unbroken darkness^ mo- 
ving, but not diversified — ^with the sufierer 
^ime is no more. They fed like the guilty 
in a future state, who, in the terrible de- 
scription of the French preacher, are made 
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to ask each other m hell. What is the hour ? 
and the answer is — ^Eternity ! It is in this 
state that we look around, and wonder that 
tilings continue the same, when we are Ho 
longer so — ^that ol^jecsta Wfi^ the same im- 
pression on our senses, without leaving any 
on our minds—that th/9 sun stijl shines, 
and we cannot see it» Ughit~^^at men 
continue to sprnk, to be employed about 
we know not what, for we have ceased to 
imderstand the knguage of iMe. We'are 
surprised to ^1 the hands of friends pres» 
our*s still, wh^i we can no longer retwm 
tiSiejNfessure. The wwtd has past away &om 
us ; we li^e in a wovld of our own, a wild 
world of misBry, dremm^ aiid reooileetioiis. 
We are as if hi the gravely bu.t without tibn 
lepose of the grave. 

Madame St Maur and Ylbsmm^ now. 
i^ver quitted her for a moment, and tbeac« 
two amiable persons seemed to haiie ec^Mo- 
Mdated their affeetion tbs each oth«r inti' 
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fflsft sh^^ sentintfint of firMndshdp for \ 
In their hfoxb s^ waa quite pasaiTc-'-^lidi 
every thing she was asked — ^felt nothing 
that was done for her« When they assisted 
bcr into a carriage, she suffered them to 
direct it where they fdeased, without any 
observaticffi. Somethnea when Madame St 
MttHr remarked the beauty of the sky, cv ai 
the eountry, she wept. Kature had stiU a 
pmreflr i^rer her h€»t«^-« power to give pttn. 

At home they always sttrrotmded her 
with a adeet sooiety i but she heard no* 
thing, answered no one^ widKmt na dfiMrt 
painfol ta those who addressed her. She 
sat aoMNC^ them passive and afastawled. 
SoofBtimes^ her natural aweetneta atrag^ 
^ng with her wretched situatktt, she felt 
she ought to appear semibte of the kind* 
ness, and tried to reward it with a amfle } 
but there wa$ a mUtwe of yaeancy and 
^b^astiineas in it that tenriffed them. 

At other times, when lit«rature waa dis. 
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cussed, after a vain effort to collect her 
ideasy she hurried out of the room» 

'' Nor quite unconscious of her wretched plight. 
Gave one sad look, and hurried out of sight." 

Bloomfield. 

Even these stru^les ware soon to be ter- 
minated. One day they were driving 
through a village near Paris. Its inhal^t* 
itf^ts had been great sufferers in the late 
war ; and Zaira, who h^urd of their dis- 
tress ,on her arrival^ had relieved it witii 
munificence almost regal. 

Shortly afterwards, in one of her excur- 
sions with De Courcy, she happened to 
pass through this village ; the inhabitants 
recognised her, and rushed from their houses 
t5 load her with Uessings, while the child- 
dren (with the oncticm and theatrical feel- 
ing of French children) flung a profusion of 
flowers beneath the wheels of her carrii^^ 
De Courcy was delighted with this scene, 
whidi exalted his passion in his own eyes by 



y Google 



WOMEH. IIA 

tibe virtues of its oligect. Zaiiawttaffacted* 
and she said to De Courcy, ** I am jealous 
of the happiness these people give me ; I 
would not wish to feel a moment's happi* 
ness but what I owe to you." She remem- 
bered the rapture with which De Courey 
kissed her hands. 

All this seemed to pass before her eyes, 
to pass through her heart, as she went 
through the village, without either applause 
or passion. Her benevolence was now for- 
gotten ; her heart was broken — 

^ Th«re died the best of passionf, Lore and Fame." 

• 
In dreadful ^ony she sat back in the 

carriage, and signified, by her gesture^ 
that they should get on as quick as pos- 
sible. Her agitation that day suggest- 
ed to Madame St Maur the expediency of 
removing her fiom Fari^ where every ob- 
ject seemed calculated to revive what it 
wius tibdr unavailing struggle to make her 
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jfi^fgtt DeViemenB agreed wi&lier,aMl 
Aefy went to a \]0a of Im abeut ten miles 
firom ParisL JMn viade no oppoaitioB, she 
htidljr vndefstood their propodal, and a<v 
eeded to it to a^oid liaying it explained Uy 
h^; They botk agreed in lM>ping that tkis 
removal would be baieficial to ber; tbejF 
agreed lAso in peop^ig tbis retreat with all 
Aat taato, ttteratmie, and aiSkition eouM 
aof^j; but tiiej oeuld w>t agree on the 
sufe^ect of De Conrcjr^ preeipitoto deaer-^ 
tion, and many and eager were tiiekr bat» 
ties about it. 

I>e VioBmeiiil, reafloning on tiie nature 
<rf man in general, derived it from the in- 
epnsietene^ of the human heart, wWc* in 
De Couf C}^» ease had been precipiteted hf 
a fiistidiaus and sattatod sensilnlity^ — a to# 
early and dangerous aequaintanoe with the 
luxuries of the heart. Madame St Maur^ 
arguing^ from the feelings of Frenchwomen^ 
in fmrtkutar, ascribed it all to the sedue^. 
tkma of Euklie.de Touranges. ^' I saw it^ 
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I saw it all— saw it from the first I obser- 
ved her the night she presumed to talk of 
Kadne and Shakespeare-— iSSke talk <tf Ka- 
cine and Shakespeare ! — ^But her miea was 
just equal to ore with tJiat silly Irishman.- 
Do you know she had one day the confi- 
dence to say to me*— Tes, Zaiia has great 
tal^its — I have discovered them— iSS^ dEiu 
caver Zidn^'t f4dent$! Sirt what ^ffiontery ! 
it is just like the tonpiidfeviee tff Horace 
Walpole,* who pretended to discover Aat 
Johnson had sense." Madame St Maur, it 
sMms^ understood English Ktotatuft better 
than the human charactel^^'-atid that is a 
very sii^ular {nrai^e fixr a fV«liohw^nam« 

* — t^^-^-^f a> i tf* , i^_^A»>^*^^t^^^^....^.^- — ^^^:-.- --M ill a 

*• Vfie Walpcwe*8 Lfettet ptibli^h^ hi l!he first volunif^ 
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CHAPTER VI. 

— — tunc nee mens nuhi^ nee color 
€erta lede mi£et — oignens 
Qunn kntis penitus macerer ignilraft. 

HOEACt. 

De Courcy and Montgomery set out ; 
they went by the way of Bourdeaux and 
Cork, for Montgomery, who was of age 
now, had some business to settle with his 
guardians there, and he was^ resolved that 
De Courcy should not quit him, or rather 
that he would not quit De Courcy till they 
were both safe in Ireland. He supported 
him on the journey by suggesting hopes 
that he hardly felt himself, that they might 
not be too late. 
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De Comcy's rapidly . dediiimg health 
«txuck him, and be began to tremble 6x 
both. It was August— lovely, weather- 
just three months since De Courcy had 
quitted Ireland. When dates are oonnect- 
ed with subjects of strong emotion, how ac- 
curately the memory retains the most tri- 
vial. During the voyage, it was De G>ur- 
cy's ccmstant habit to remain leaning over 
the deck till a late hour-— dangerously late 
for him. When Montgomery could. not 
dismiade him from this practice, he partook 
it with him. One night, after De Courcy 
had gazed long on the beauty of ^the calm 
moon, he exdaimed, — " She was so lovdy T 
(Montgomery hoped he was thinking of 
Eva,) ^' How often, on such a night as this, 
we have gazed on heaven together, till we 
felt that sublime inebriation which sudi.a 
light inftises, wh^i we taste it along with 
those we love !— How pure, how celestial 
was her eloquence then ? 
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it it imponifak to Iwliere thut htet ktait 
w«8 iiot w piiie n iMtt* Btnlineuts. 

€kipd dungt triH itoifie 10 dma iirMi it; '* 

MonlgcBieiy bwt ali diisi^itii patienee) 
(thougli lie Mt it odoM not rebdt to E vm ; ) 
hB th0«gkt it tbe iwtatal •jqpimieii of in*« 
0VitiMe T^pret; better indulged IJuoi waf- 
pressed. ^* Wm *e not vcty kvely P' sail 
Btf €o}]fCyt sppeilkig even to Mmtgo^ 



^SktywT 6aidM0ntgoniexy;^i«^iU 
Jenm, wkm ikey saw ike Mtond IVn^rir^ 
wept:' 

, No lesion was niadeeTentoZalta'6 name 
during Ae rest of the voyage. Moiritgo^ 
qjery hoped he urauld faaTe beoi detained 
in Cork butn diott Jtime liy \m bmauess ; 
but Dke Courcjr^ incmsing iil heaitih ^om* 
pelled him to continue thrae a ponsidsrable 
time, and when at length they set out, he 
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felt as ]f De Courcy was hastening to join 
Eva in the tomb. They arrived m DuUin 
^bout the middle of September. Many 
changes had taken place since De Coui«y 
had quitted it. At first no one, not even in 
her own family, could observe the slightest 
alteration inEva's health or habits. She look- 
ed pale indeed, paler than usual ; but that 
caused them little surprise, and no eoncern^ 
^ile they all saw her as active in her dia- 
ritable visits, as earnest in her religious du- 
ties, as ready to every good word and work 
as she ever had been. The name of De 
Courcy never passed her lips, and it may 
be concluded it was never uttered by any 
of her friends. 

' Thus passed on a few, very few weeks ;. 
it was easy, then, for the quick eye of afibc-^ 
tion to mark a languor in her motions^ a re- 
luctance to conversation, which, however, 
alarmed no one but Mrs Wentworth. Then 
appeared rapidly ** the iwny infallible 
VOL. ui. p :; 
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3igns^ thaifc a morW cba^ga is iil|o«t to be 
wmigkt in the naovtel tajkraade^ Tbey? 
oane in quick md alMmiiis^sucQfMian ;*>*^ 
t^ie fiuling appetite-«*^^iigr-^oni^^tbe 
Tvgetables spliced: or^ tb? mit39«tfd mi^t 
to hide it from her w«l^ful &mi]y-^th^ 
plato conveyedaway by a glanw tfi tbes^* 
vant-«*t^e infi^erenee to conver^atiwi de-^ 
dining gradually into an uneonsekmsQesa o£ 
what was said, tiB. it waa actual paliii ta 
gWe the simpiest dtmetbm to the 9€ar-r 
Yants, or utter an answer to t^ pk^Ui^t 
questions, on which she was oompdled lor^ 
to pause befeoe abe emid dbeoye? tbaif 
meai4iig-^The mist that began to upsead 
alike over the faces of visitors, fri^nds^ mA 
&xmly, tiH she scio^ knew one from the 
other, and spok^ to tiuqi sdoGu^ist at rnxh 
doni,<~tbe voices even of those she knew# 
sounding as if Hiey eame from a gaeat ikh 
tatice, tlieit sound fialii^^ not iiifflsasiiig^ u 
the sentences ended. Tb^ dreadful q^atib^ 
with which she mingled in the religious ex- 
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erwrn,. stanick hersdf. Otkor ^ymffbomM- 
she i;rould ka¥e rafiwrded les9i» but the; for^ 
c«4 thein$d.Tq9 <w hw^ Wbm sbetookui^ 
a hook^ she raad psget a£ber page mecham-^ 
c$dlj, without BetaiDing a s^itaue ; tfaa» 
she fiwd her eye an the Uaes^, and tried to 
forqe her atteatiicm in vain ;~-she road, her 
€^e$^ €»ly grew dim ;-H5he elo9ed. the book 
and tried to examine hec memory^ but bar 
mtmorjv reitaifted potiiing ;-^-€he attempted 
tat^^te herself bH waUdng^u^ and doM^n 
tberiseom, hiwt tjbis oi^tian only increased the 
cQB&»ioik oi \mn head, and th^ oV]||eet6riAe 
\yaa afouBtoraed to^see^everjF digr^^w^^ now 
h^eomms et^^^ d^ ifxom a^ moff^indich 
tiiiel. Thi^pawetbedftortenedrespratioii; 
— ^sighs every moment M^eiier beooBiing ne- 
jc^sisiay to enable ber . to draw her bi^ealii, 
till rei9|Ni?a/tion itsdf became ottly a sueow- 
sioA ^ 1^^ Often she jdaeed her hand 
on b^v hear^ and wq^tftomtiie.pain with^ 
^bi^she^»vheif breath. 
Soflft iVAr« di«tl:90$iBg^ symptXHiis.Qceuri^ 
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red, more perplexing, j^ no one could gueis 
the cause, that being always the phrase 
when the sufferer is known to be dying of 
a broken heart. PKysicians were then called 
in ; Mrs Wentworth, with trembling affec- 
tion, insisted on medical advice, and Went- 
worth, proud of his wealth, feed them Kbe- 
rally; of course it was easy to procure a 
variety of opinions. Weary of examining 
symptoms that could never lead them to 
the source of her complaint, they all lucki- 
ly agreed in change of air for the patient. 
Change of air was to do wonders. They 
ihifst go to the sea-side, — ^must go to Bray, 
the medical men said, for medical men al- 
ways like to point out a place, as if there 
were a charm in a name. 

Mrs Wentworth was gratified by the 
readiness with which Wentworth gave up 
his usual summer visit to Glassnevin, where 
he had had a villa ever since he had given up 
business. She prepared for their renM>val 
to Bray, and Went worth, in the mean timc^ 
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went about among his evangdical friends, 
aad many was the prayer-meeting at which 
he kneU^ where teachers engaged in prayer 
at his request, for a female believer und^ 
the hidings of God's &ce, and sometimes 
for a female bdiever grievously bufieted by 
Satan. To Bray they went Eva smiled 
passively. The physidans attended, found 
the sea air too keen for her, took more fees, 
aitd reocttmnended Dundrum, mountain 
ahr, and goats whey. Mrs Wentworth's 
i^xrits revived with the prospect of a change 
of place ; her spirits had nothing else to 
support them ; she knew more than Ihe 
physkdans knew, but she echoed what they 
said,, because dbe wished to bdieve it Dun- 
drum, mountain aiiv and goats whey were 
to work mirades. Wcatworth, on his re^ 
moval, enquired, ** Was there an evangdi- 
cal chapel in the neighbourhood ?''-~that 
wasaU. 

Eva left Bray, with the addition of a 
slight cough to her former tendendes ; but 
that was the consequence of the sea-air, (so 
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^verf one«a]d») airf Hie momstim^m-yniM, 
soon remove it 'This ndovAtebk mouiu 
taiii played fxxr anodmr amA on Ev^ 
gasping lungs^ but die faattoy was inetfee- 
IxuL Stfll every Tiskor said dbe was bet- 
ter; she must be better ffttNCDSticfafcequent 
jdbange of place. Mis Wentwortik believed 
tbem in the credulity of deqpair*««W€nt- 
worlii believed them, beeauee he tlMMigiit 
hopes given irese a Idnd of vidoe receined 
for his money,^ whidi he was not spaiang 
«-^the vi{»tors believisd, beeainse people be- 
lieve any thing improbable soona* 4iaii re- 
turn wHiiont some news after visitiAf aa 
invaUd^Every one believed them but th0 
patient»<-«fae had good reasons fcr nsistrost- 
ing them, but die kept then to hersitf^ or 
^nflS^red them to be read only in her looks. 
It was a horrid thhig to see her come mto 
Ihe breakfast^ioom every morning wMi 
those looks, and with that voice to say 
** she was bett«*.*' 

Towards the beginning of August, ha- 
principal pliysicifm was obliged t<l go to Ae 
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<xiutitiy. He tMk Im 1eav« urith mock 
Icmdness, v^g^ attontkn to hk pcfce^ 
tions, and, shaking her hand widi u ffsf 
v^vesAon &i kap^ desiwd har to be wdl 
^hen they \mdt iA winter* Em smiked/; 
Mrs Wentworth saw ffaat «mile, and, quit* 
^ng j^ foooii w^ i)itterly. 

1%e w^oric ims gmng an — ^diat btM^ 
^bicb no Imman iiaiid can repel, was orc- 
ging on tlie wheeh <^life wsdi a mpU6ty 
isfpe^^ble^ and, ^m> longer imperoeptiblt. 
Mrs W^twortb tmmbled at tlie fanOkitft 
Jiiepmkig eddur, wlikii every otbet le^ 
liaaled 4eis the ^ow of heiddi.-^^ Nevier saur 
Eva look so well before/' said the ^ositon 
wifh one roioe. 

" I never saw her look so'hefwes" Md4 
Mrs Wentworth, with a deq^ sigh, 

'^ Eva has now so far recovered her /(0o£^,^ 
said Mr Wentworth to his wife, ** that I 
think we need no longer delay the m^ition 
tliat even hef late awful backi^ding has not 
entirety alienated oot spiritually-minded 
fiiend Maeoweto. He 1$ willing »tifl *o **• 
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cept of her as his wife, and to restore her 
steps to the way of peace ; and the change 
of her looks" — 

** Never mind her looks,** said Mrs Went- 
worth, rather hastily fpr her ; " wait till 
her health is better." 

" Her health !** said Wentworth, in 
amaze ; ^ sure she ought to be quite well—* 
all the physicians say so. I am sure they 
have been paid regularly ; and her colour^ 
I never saw it so bright — ^without exercise^ 
without food, for she never eats any thing, 
fihe comes from her room in the morning 
with a glow in h» cheeks I never saw be- 
fore." 

•* Nor I either," said Mjrs W^itworth, 
with tears in her eyes. 

^^ Then what objection, since her health 
is t'estored, to her being united to that ^ft- 
\ ed young man ?" 

** Mr WentwOTth," said his wife, with an 
earnestness that made him start, *^ let me 
implore you — implore youj not to mentioQ 
this subject to Eva for some time." 
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« For what time?" said Wentworth. "I 
am willing to wait a reasonable lime ; but 
she should be prepared, that I am resolved 
not to be made a fool of twice by a girl — 
I fam resolved that she shall be united to 
him." 

" She never wiU^** said Mrs Wentworth^ 
** to him or to any one;" and hCT tears 
gushed out, and almost choajced her voice, 
while she struggled to add, " she is^ dying !** 

" Dying !" repeated Wentwdrth in 
amaze, not without a mixture of anger— 
** Then I consider myself very ill-used inr 
deed ; , taking .so many fees, going from 
place to place, and to die after all ; I might 
have been t(dd that at once. You know, 
Mrs Wentworth, Em U no rekUive qfowrr; 
we have no tie to Aer, and her conduct ket^ 
terly has been productive of nothing but un- 
easiness to u9-hoth\l ^ 

^^ J thrn^t that matter had been se^ed 
long agor said Mrs Wentworth. '^ The 
interest of her fortune has amply pmd f)r 
F 2 
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ier beard and eduemHan^ and ikt prdeclion 
ihe kag ev^ed under the name (^ yomt 
mece^ 

•* Well— -wdl,'' said Wentworth; ^ but, 
if yicHi think she is during, had w« not bet* 
ter have a prayer-meeting, and get soma 
^l^iitual man to wrestle 'with tiie Lard in 
her behalf?^ 

^ Certainly, I iUiik so. I do pray, i 
do lift up my heart to God ftnr her ; but it 
would be iny wish thid Ae eflectu^ fervent 
{ffayer of the righteous should also plead for 
her ; and, till we know more <^ the mind 
of the Lord wnoeniing hw, let us talk no 
more of marriage."^ 

W^^tworth aeoeded with a readiness thit 
astonished his wife. She kx^ed up in his 
&ee to discover an ultmor meaning. He 
had tum^ away-^a thou^t had oocuired 
to him, that, on its first intrusion, he jre» 
pelled with disdain^^t came again, and 
was not treated so disoourtecMisly-i-cigvin, 
aQ4 ^ \^^E^ to parley wi^ it. 
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Kow, the tii0tt^ was tfaas; that if £▼» 
daed, it was hlgUy improbaUe her fortime 
would eret he daiitiied at his hands, oonsi** 
demig the mysteiious maimer m whk^ 
both ^e and it had becii entrusted, or ra* 
tber thrust into them. '' Nonr;' said Went^ 
worth, trying to misunderstaild his own 
xaotives, ** that would enlai^ the sfhae 
of mj utility. I wouM douhfe wj sub« 
fcriptipns to the Bible Sockty, and the Hb^ 
sionary Sodety, and the Spdety -for FropSk 
gating the Gospel in Foreign Farts^^I will 
subscribe to the ftsnd tor purchasing liVinga 
in lay patronage for evangdical preadhets ;. 
I will treble ray donations at Betbesda CInu 
pel-'^'-and when she dies, (if was already ex-' 
changed fat when in his reasonings), I will 
maintain her sduxd, and leave it an wapler 
sum in my wilL'' 

This being settled, WenAworth set off 
for DubMn, to meet the trustees of a cha- 
ritable institution. The physician who at- 
t^ided that day dectoedEra much worse ; 
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file all-powerful mountain-air haA failed ; 
and the goat's-whey was little better than 
it should be. The last medical attmidant 
was all for air and variety; the present 
was all for warmth and repose. Her na- 
tive air, the air of Dublin, was far better 
for her in the chill mornings of an Irish 
September, ushered in with a light irost^ 
than the keen breeze of the mountains, 
whose spicula, this, gentleman said, were 
CHily exacerbating her lungs. Back to her 
native air she must go, {apropos she was 
bom in Munster, two hundred miles from 
Dublin,) and there warm rooms, early hours, 
the strictest precautions against cold, ab- 
stinence from animal food, and plentiful 
draughts of Koumis, were to do for her 
that — ^which no mortal medicine now could 
do. So back to her native air (as it was 
called) she went ; and, to the surprise of 
all, in a few days she was visibly better. 
The physician triumphed ; Maeowen 

exulted, (to himself,) but he could not look 
1 
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at her now without ** glittering wtth ungod- 
ly dew," and his red hair actuaQy looking 
redder with joy. Even Mrs W^itwcnrtfa 
was deceived, but Eva was not ; she knew 
the cause, it was a place of recoUeeUofu. 
Here they had met, loved, and parted; 
and had she been acquainted with^tbe ne- 
. glected poetry of Lee, she mi^t have ex- 
claimed, — 

*' There's not a soul beneatb^ 
Who died (as I must die) for fatal love^ 
That better knows the gloomy arbours there. 
Than I each chamber in this house qf death ; 

'Twashcre" 

Lks's Miikridatet. 

She saw him every where, she heard his 
voice, she saw him on the seat where he 
had last sat, remembered every board he 
had trod, and when the door was opened by 
any one, still felt {a little mare faintly everp 
datff) the delidous agitation of heart that 
announced hk; presence before she saw 
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faim. l£ 'VfM wlieft twil%ht came, that: fli^ 
indulgeiice of Hub viskmurj existeuoe be^ 
came most exquisite. She dwelt with hhn 
imJaet mkid; held imaging converseAioosj 
and heard, amid sikix^ tibe. tones of that 
Tcofio whidb, dy]i^aaidiewaa,had not eea^ 
8ed to dftaann het. The state of her mmd 
b^an to memUe that of the h^t, wiadr 
flattered its morbid indulgence — clouded^ 
but not obscured,— more solemn, pictu«- 
resque, and full bfimagerjr, thah the bright- 
ness of day. 

She yielded to this indulgence at first 
without resistance, not feeling the &tal ef- 
fect it was producing on her remains of life. 
It was like the system of assassination for- 
merly practised in Italy, when poison was^ 
conveyed in the most exquisite perfumie^. 
Her religious feelings soon returned, amf 
warned her away from suc^ indulgence-^t 
was suitable neither to her feelings, cm? her 
situation. She obeyed the summons-^i^ 
felt it came from God«*4hen she gave up 
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M thoughts, ifl fediiigB* aad Mtugg lc d «6 
think of Cod alone. She straggled, hvt 
did not 60on succeed. The apparent resto^ 
ration of her heidfh ftnmidbed her with an 
excuse for renevnxig h&r Ibnner faaMts ; no 
one opposed her. Mrs Wentworth wii 
happy, so was her hustxtfid ; for, aa tiie re^ 
Kgious pe<^le were now eoming to Dob&i; 
he had ample ^nployment ki his way ; two 
ei the Bediccida people had latdy jc^ned 
Mr K^y'is congregation ; some of Mt 
Kelly's had also joined another body of 
separatists, (after a vigMous pampWet-odii* 
trorersy on baptism, wbi^ nobody read 
but themselves.) Mr WeiMwortii oontinu* 
ed to repeat, *' they went out horn u% be* 
cause they were not of us f and Mr Kelly's 
fi^owers repeated exactly the same text, 
to console themselves for the defection of 
their fallen l»rethren. 

Eva's first attentions were p»d to hev 
school i she sat among th^pa, and wonder«> 
^ that she no longer felt the same plea- 
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sure— she heard their lessons, that iSj she 
held the book in her hands as long as she 
could, while her dim eye was ineffectually 
fixed on the pi^, where every line seemed 
dpubled — she tried to superintend their 
work, but after giving directions, whidi 
she recalled again^ without being able to 
correct them, and pj^aises^ all at random, 
mistaking the names of &ose to whom she 
addressed them, she was compelled, faintly 
smiling, to resign her charge to some other. 
It was this touched her most^ — ^this little 
seminary of candidates for heaven had been 
her delight in hapjuer hours ; and she sup- 
plicated fervently, with many tears, that 
her health, or, at leasts her intellects mig^t 
be spared, till she saw some e£ them 
on whom her cares and prayers had been 
bestowed, ** bring forth firuit unto ever- 
lasting life." Farmerbf she had pray- 
ed for them, now she was compelled to 
pray for herself. She was still able to 

N 
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walk out ; the fdr, the open air, was all that 
seemed to revive her; we cling to it ea- 
gerly when we feel we have not long to 
inhale it. At all events, it is a great mat- 
ter for a sufferer to be enabled to ei^coun- 
ter the enemy in the open air. We think 
ourselves better when we can thus mimic 
the habits of convalescence. She still w^it 
to Bethesda Chapel, though the ascent to 
Dorset-Street was trod with slower steps, 
and more painful respiration every day. 
£lhe mixed, also, in the parties <^ her reli- 
gious friends, where reading the Scriptures 
and praying formed the object of meeting ; 
yet these were becoming less and less plea* 
sant to her, for not even the serious habits 
of the females could altogether suppress 
their curiosity about J^ Courcy's leaving 
her, and her subsequent illness. One night, 
at one of these meetings, Macowen (h» 
persecutor) was requested to give " a word 
of prayer." He complied ; and whether 
he now despaired of his prey, or was will- 
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ktg to ffifiiplfty Us preeatcii*y ^eloqMhce at 
h€?r ^xpeBCe, the whole of his s^pHMtiMi 
was wldressed to the Deity thi^mtgh her; 
lie imjAored the mercy ^ Bfeaveti *>r a 
-iranderef who had Kfertiyed from fte^fold; 
iac one ^ who had forsakevi tibe ^ide <3if 
lier youth, and forgotten the Ck>irenant <)f 
lier God ; who had le^ed stMngers, and 
after them wouki go." And us he Went oti, 
aided by the sympathiskig m^fftmir ^ 49ie 
audience, his mem<ny supplyitig him with 
images, and his passions wiA eloquence, 
^diew was not « 4^gle tnetaphw vk the 
Old Testmnent 4esmptive of 1^ i^postac^ 
of the Jew# fixim then- God, that he ^tid 
not apply to Eva, who, ootnpelled to kned 
out tins martyrdom, wiAed to €&i& into 
the earth to escape it. Tins crael holding 
her up as an ^ect to a numerous eird^, 
was the most painfiil trfcd ti^e had yet ex- 
paienced. Wentworth thought it excel- 
lent, and expressed much hope fiwn the 
strivings <^ that godly man in her behalf. 
6 
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her feelings were so invkAk ootm^ed^ #he 
'tovAd harffly Mmam cm her knees; and 
-when her husband soon after proposed Mm» 
<men to be of e fatty fSmt was to meet at 
^^leir house, Mns Wentwoith stremuoui^ 
4eelaFed, *' He ^oidd vxft come into llheir 
idity,nGr&kGOt an arrow "tiAefe/" AndW^iit- 
worth was fiot displeased witii h^ <^ppem- 
4ion to his wishes, beCflPOse it was coudied 
in the language ^ Isadi^ wlymni Maoowen 
3iad taught him tocsfl the -fiftti evangdbt. 
Eva's resources were now eotttraetaig 
irexj rapidly. She no i<»^r went out*; 
4^he was becomkig moM ^hictant to meet 
^die evang^cal pities at boiiie~tiiere weK 
a number ef females dwi^»— 4nuch n^ii- 
pering with Mrs Wentwoitb, who, kt Tan, 
-liied to repel it. Her fiiendsr wwe kmd, 
but still they were human bangs ; and eu- 
riodty is human too. She imagined ev0ty 
eye was bent on her since Macowen'W 
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public appeal, and fix)m every eye she now 
wished to shrink. t 

Music— that resource alike powerful in 
•odety and solitude — ^that had failed her ; 
her voice no longer could be heard among 
the singers at Bethesda, it now could scaxoe- 
ly be heard across the narrow nx^. She 
<^n tried to suig the hymns she had be^oi 
accustomed to lead in^ and was astonished at 
her own defidendes ; for, as har vocal powars 
had never been the subject of her thought, 
this &ilure seemed to her like a failure of 
^votional sentiment. She was soon unde- 
ceived ; the loss of her voice forced itsetf 
on her^ as little as she had once regarded it ; 
and she was now obliged to murmur those 
praises which once she uttared in tones 
tilat might have been accompanied by the 
harps of ch^ubims. Her ydice, brcdcen, fee- 
He, but exquisitely toned, appeared ratheir 
like melodious respiration than music ; it 
seemed as if she was collecting its dedi- 
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liing powers to jokx that choir, of whose 
harmony there shall be no interruption and 
no eiid. 

Society, (such society as she was accu». 
tomed to) — Music, (the music she loved,) 
were thus iosl to her. Reading became her 
only resource ; Wentworth's loaded shelves 
promised exhaustiess materials for religi- 
ous study ; but the works ofrqan interested 
her no longer, her attention failed in fol- 
lowing them ; she had a mistrust, a fear of 
delusion, of uncertainty ; and all her facul- 
ties, withdrawn from human teachers, re- 
posed in confidence on the word of God 
alone. Wentworth saw the Bible in her 
hands every day, and sometimes wondered 
she was so'long in reading the lessons of the 
day. He called it formality ; she felt it was 
^ot : he pressed on her some popular works 
of divinity ; she clung to her Bible. With 
delight beyond expression, she felt that 
her Acuities, that wctc growing so cold 
and obtuse, kindled asiahe read the sacred 
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writings — $be' uttdeTstood,. felt, lived at 
qv^ry line-^w^aknesa wib suqpiended^ and 
death itself seemed to pause, and spare 
t}ie moments that were devoted to eterai- 
1^; lHit» Uke a relentless creditor, it put 
aU to. the accoKmt,, and exacted it to the 
i^tteroaott fiurthing. The Bible waa har 
Qonsitant si^dy-^feebly she turned over the 
pagea of huamn wnters^-^^losed them ;-*w 
qpened the pag^ of inj^piration^-^aU was 
loig^^tr^it was the wood of God-^no errw-^-p* 
Qfk d^eam; The words: a£ man might cte- 
Qewe-m-Aae^dteoeived h^r ;'*-t^e wordof God 
cpDid Qotr; She kqeLt,. and read t)^ pre-* 
<9Piis pages on her kneesi aa long aa^ she waa 
4d9 to- kn^ Inestimable yolmne ! t^ 
i^ve^ljs^ amid all the yicissitudes of life^ tb^ 
q^ two eertainties known to man^^^f^ 
m^J^iUiiilsf. What siii$*^er can read it,^ 
a^ 9ot feel hia suffering? antidpatfd by 
tibis^ sc^now that passeth dl sorrow ? Every 
t][4ng in th? squared books either instruc^ta 
OR (^«sq}«4 t))A aj#fer; \mt all pB^pare* 



y Google 



tfit BxtSBamg, '^^hk \» ibe tmeit le^aon of 
life-^Tbttt ' ' mm WW made ta xBouro," i» 
«at weifly ^ aootimeDt of a poet, proud 
of seotlkneptal mejioidioly^t is the en.* 
peHenoe) the dfiUy t&rril^le exp^ence of life. 
]5 v€n He who knew life best, proclaimed it& 
awSilunitwsal daracter, '^ C<Hiie upto me^ 
«U ye tb£|t litbour, and ve heavy ladenf* 
^id Q^thid mvitati^i did he mt indude the 
wA<^e of the human nee, fgt! who is there 
ik^ 4^& qot lahou9*-thirf; if not heavy la-^ 
dm } Bat the iPiWe reoancUea us to suffi^^ 
i^ by shewing not only that it ia the path 
^ v(i}»t treads hut the path lA^e best have 
t^^odrr^ pa;^ cwwecrated by the sj^eg^ the 
tea?^ e^ the blood of thane to whom hn^* 
n^anil^ h^^ up for solace and for eleva^ 
tion, Patlfiar^b^ and prophets^, $aint$^ b(q^ 
martyrs, sofiA ¥UlQ whose name must nft 
he nwfed ia a page sq UghU they weieall 
fU^ttite^ 4€^i^» and tormi^pt(^ap4 sM 
W(^ fi^pii^e ? ' 
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This was the question £ya asked her 
heart, and the answer spoke peace to it. 

She had also those outward mitigations 
of her sufferings which the mild an J linger- 
ing nature of her mortal disease did not 
yet withhold from her. She made copious 
extracts fix)m the Scriptures, and tihis em- 
ployed a great part of her time. They were 
written with tolerable steadiness for a hand 
trembling with emotion, and weakened by 
approaching death; there was only one 
passage that betrayed a fidling hand — a tre- 
mor of the heart. ** It was not an open 
enemy that did me this dishonour ; for then 
I could have borne it ; neither was it mine 
adversary that did magnify himself against 
me, for then, peradvehture, I would have 

hid myself from him ; but it was thou'' 

Here the extract was broken off. 

The weather was unusually fine, though 
it was September, and the evenings mild 
and beautifril. Eva passed them almost 
entirely in the garden. She had always 
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loved ilie fading ligfit, and deficious tints 
of an evening sky, and now they w«re en- 
ifeared by that which endears even indiffer- 
ent things — Ml internal consciousness that 
we have not long to behold them. Mrs 
Wentworth remonstrated against this in- 
dulgence, and mentioned it to the physi- 
cian ; but he ** answered neglectingly ;'' 
said, any thing that amused her mijrid could 
do her no harm, &c. Then Mrs Wentworth 
began to feel there was no hope ; and Eva 
was sufiered to muse life away unmolested. 
To the garden every evening she went, and 
brought her library with her ; it consisted 
of but three books — tiie Bible, Young's 
Night Thoughts, and Blair's Grave. One 
•evening the unusual beauty of the sky 
nAtade her involuntarily drop her book. 
She gazed upward, and felt as if a book 
Was open in heaven, where all the lovely 
and varying phenomena presented in living 
<^aractCTs to her view die name of th^ Di- 
VOL, III. a 
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vinity.^ There was a solemn congeniality 
between her feelings of her own state and 
the view of the dedining day — ^the parting 
light and the approaching darkness. The 
glow of the western heaven was still re- 
splendent and glorious ; a little above, the 
blending hues of orange and azure were 
softening into a mellow and indefinite light ; 
and in the upper region of the air, a deli- 
cious blue darkness invited the eye to re- 
pose in luxurious dimness ; one star alone 
shewed its trembling h^, — another and 
another, like in&nt births of light; and in 
the dark east the half-moon, like a bark of 
pearl, came on through the deep still ocean 
of heaven. 

Eva gazed on ; some tears came to her 
eyes ; they were a luxury. Suddenly she 
felt a^ if she were quite well ; a glow like 
that of health pervaded her whole fi-ame — 
one of those indescribable sensations that 
seem to assure us of safety, while, in &ct. 
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&ey are announcing dissolution. She ima- 
ginedherself suddenly restored to healtii and 
happiness. ShesawDeCourcyonoemore^as 
in their early hours of love, when his &ce 
was to her as if it had been the face of an 
angel; thought after thought came back 
on her heart like gleams of paradise. She 
trembled at the felicity that filled her whole 
smil ; it was one of those fatal illusions, 
that disease, when it is connected with 
strong emoticms'of the mind, often flat- 
ters its victim with— -tiiat mirage^ when 
the heart is a desert, which rises b^ore the 
wanderer, to daz^e, to delude, and to de- 
stroy. 

" Itif an illusion,'^ she exdaimed, ** but 
I will enjoy it. It is the last, and God, — 
yes God, will forgive me this last human 
feeing : He will forgive my shedding this 
last human tear. This dty of shelter ^ may 
I not fly to it for a moment ? is it not a lit- 
tle one, and my soul shall live ?" 
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A fairy landscape glowed in her heart 
for a moment ; her withered youth, healthy 
and passion bloomed again. It was that 
resurrection of the heart that we sometimes 
experience when we have Icmg bdieyed it 
dead. Eva glowed, trembled, wept once 
more, when she imagined no mortal object 
could draw another tear. Such gleams of 
sQul sometimes iMrigfaten its twilight, even 
when the sun has gone down for ever and 
ever. Eva lingered on its rich and fading 
light ; lost in a reverie too nearly resem- 
bling insanity, she did not hear a noise 
among the leaves of the arbour where sl^ 
sat, (unconscious where she was,)**-it increa* 
sed, — she rtarted, — the noise seemed like 
that oi a perscm buiBting flie branches ctf 
the withered Ubumum. It was not a stran^ 
ger^Soot — she knew the tread, and was fix^ 
ed to the spot— t^ was-^no-^ could not be 
^t woM — ^fbr his wasting arms were twined 
around her the next moment ; with all bet 
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remaining strength she tore hendf from 
his grasp. • ♦ « # 

De Courcy fell at her feet. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

By pain of heart, oft check'd and oft kapdL'd, 
The hiteUectual power through worda and thia^i 
Went aounding on^ a dim and penkna way. 

^ WoftDawomtB. 

Madame St Maue's mother died about 
the time De Com'cy quitted France^ and 
no obstruction remained to her union with 
her lover; but these affectionate fiiaids 
were too generous to be happy while Zaira 
was wretched. They forgot themselves, 
and seemed to live only for her. Thdr 
efforts were incessant, hopeless, and un- 
availing. They were not so absurd as to 
attempt consolaticm; they tried to open 
new channels for her mind in every direc* 
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tion, but the stream would flow no long- 
er. Paintings, sculptures, books, every in- 
tellectual luxury were in vain exhilHted 
at De Viosmenil's villa. Every thing in- 
tended to interest Zaira, seemed only to 
increase her sufferings, and her miserable 
smile was latterly becoming worse than 
tears. When strong intellectual powars 
are combined with grief^ the union is fiitaL 
llie shallow superficial characters of the 
world feel grief very lightly ; thdr tears 
are as easily wiped as they are shed ; to 
those who are accustomed to think deeply, 
grief is a fipe that supplies its own fuel, and 
can continue to bum when all outward 
materials appear to be exhausted. Her 
friends had hoped that a recurrence to her 
former intdlectual habits might have in- 
terested Zdra ; they were mistaken. Her 
former habits appeared to her like crimes, 
for they all came armed with reproaches ; 
what ceases to please us, appears to con- 
demn us for our lost sense of thrar diarms ; 
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and thus the wretched seem to themselvesr 
like the guilty, for they suffer almost the 
smne pains, and dare not upbndd their ae- 
cusers. 

Zaira . tried her former resources ; sli& 
weighed them in the balance^ and found 
them wanting, as all in their hour of cala- 
^ u^ity must feel them. Books, painting?^ 
-inusic ; she tried them all— tried them with 
the remains of h^r former powers, but with 
no remains of her formey enjoyment. The 
terrible, heart^annihilating thought; tJhe 
cui io^a apathy of soul that we feel w^n 
the god of our earthly idolatry hsus qmtted 
the shrine, rushed on her wheneyer she at- 
tempted to read^ to think, to feel, to an^ 
or even to look on nature. These formw 
friends of her heart seemed all turned 
against her; she could not aj^roach one 
of them^ without feeling that they exclaim- 
ed, as with a living voice, " to what pur- 
pose do^ you cultivate us »oir?" She had 
no answer ; she had once clasped thi^nx tq 
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her heart, and cherished them there, and 
now tiiey seemed to return her embrace 
T¥ith the stab of a smiling, beautiful, mur« 
deroiis Arpega. She shrunk away from 
liieir clasp, but the ** iron had entered into 
her souL** 

Conversation th^i became her only re- 
source. The Scavans who frequented De 
Viosmenil's charming villa were eager to 
avail themselves of the distinction whidi 
her jmning in thw society gave it ; — she 
gave it, but eould not enjoy it. She mixed 
in sodety from an union of apathy and de- 
i^air not unusual ; a state of mind in which 
society may be a burthen, but solitude 
would be madness. She could no longa* 
dther coinmunicate or receive; but she 
eould bear the most frivc^ous sentiments 
better than her own thoughts. She could 
laugh with a &dlity that deceived those 
who had no penetration, but could not now 
died a tear. Thus our misanthropy in- 
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creases in proportion witii our inability to 
be alone ; and our dependence on society is 
never so great as whai we thoroughly ^- 
spise it. 

Among the company that crowded to X)is 
Viosraenil's villa, the most constant was M. 
De Cardonneau, of whom abready honour* 
able mention has been made as an atheist, a 
wiretch who had no more heart than creed- 
no more sensibility than principle. But he 
was a Scavan, was well received in society, 
had imposing manners, and a fluency on 
habitual topics ; he was a Macowen under 
a different dispensation, that was all. This 
man had been attached to Zaira for years, - 
as a Frenchman is usually attadbed, with 
all the powers, not of his heart, or sfoul, or 
mind, but of his vanity, to which he would 
have sacrificed aU mankind, if he could. 
In the hour of Zaira's eminence and pros- 
perity he was proud to be admitted into 
her society ; and magnified his consequence 
by repeating her conversation to mra, and 
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her costume to women^ who were not ho 
npured by a nearer approach. 

When he heard of Zaira's misfortunes, 
his mind dbanged. He could not, like 
Leonora Di Galigai, pretend to exercise 
the power of a stnmg mind over a weak 
one ; but he knew that every mind is en- 
feebled by suffering. He mtigmed, too, 
that the natural excitability of the human 
l^art might prepare hers for a new impres- 
skxk, while it was yet warm from the pain- 
fill process of the former being effaced ; but, 
dbove all, he founded his hopes on her suf- 
ferings ; he knew (or, at least,, he believed,) 
she had no reli^on to oppose to those suf- 
ferings, and on this he built his hopes. He 
conceived, that if her principles were de- 
stroyed, he might obtain influence over her 
intellects, if not over her fe^kigs* Parhaps 
he wished to succeed, from Ae natural 
anxiety of infidelity to make prosdjrtes. 
Those who /eel they are walking in darkness 
oregladqfaeampaniQn. 
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He had too much saise to oammence tlie 
attack in the vulgar blasphemies of Pfdne^ 
by calling Christ an impostor, and the 
apostles liars ; be tried to lead her intp the 
wild labyrinth of metaphysics, and hs4 Ut- 
ile doubt of her losing herself, if he oould 
once get her there. O^e eTening» as she, 
DeVuManenil, and Cardonneau, were walk- 
ing, the beauty of the stars, emerging in 
sparkling wocession in the deep blue bea- 
yen, diBw the eyes and thoughts of the 
party upwards. Diey were silent ; imd De 
Viosmenil was pleased to observe the tran-^ 
quiUity of her expression* 

« It is impossible," said Zaira, " to look 
on those bright mansions, and not concave 
them the abodes of bliss. ' Who dwell 
happy there?'" . 

'' None, probably, h^i^i^ than the in* 
habita&ts of this planet," said CardcHmeau ; 
*' and if their lot resemUes ours, they have 
no r^^ason to comfdain of hemg incumbered 
with too much felicity. It is not i»x>bable 
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that all ilie Bilffin^rs in cveatiMt ajoe tacowd^ 
ed into this jdanet, that earth is the duQ^ 
geon (^die vast &bric of IJie uniTenie. Kvil. 
prdbably is every wheie-r-probaUy it |ve« 
pond^cates every wher^^I af gue finom an^ 
logy"— 

'' And I from grief*" said Zaifa, ""tlMt 
forces us to hxsk for rd&ef to any ]^aoe but 
that where we are oondeswed to feelit" 

'^Griefs" said Cardonneau,^' rqwoduoea 
itsdf by its own fertility. Grief» drivoi to 
extremity, becomes the parent of hope,~» 
hope produces ddusion, and dekudon biiiigs 
us back to grief i^ain." 

At these words, De Viosmenil, who saw 
Zaira silently wipe away a tear, called on 
them both to observe a beautiful meteor, 
and tried to engage Zaira by a description of 
a meteoric stone that had lately fidlen in 
the nei^bourhood. She tried to Ustai to 
him, but Cardonneau, who, like most other 
atheists, was very cowardly, retired into the 
house, dreading, perhaps, a similar explo- 
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Aon, and not oovetiiig the &te of Plin^r. 
De Viosmenil smUed, and repei^ed to him- 
self, ** Parous Deoram cultor et mfirequ«i8» 
insanientis dum sapiential consultus erro^ 
mme— namque Diespiter igni corusco.nubi* 
la dividens plemmque, per purum tonan- 
tes egit equos, yohicremque currum." 

There was a numerous oompany in the 
salom. Zaira went ta a window, drew 
aside the curtain, and sat alone gazing oa 
the glorious night. Cardonneau apim)ach- 
ed softly ; she did not perodve him ; he 
oyerheard her repeating to herself, '* God 
is love.** He retreated—** K she is quoting 
from the Bible," tlKxight the tempter, ** this 
is no time for me." 

A few moments after, whai he hoped 
the religious effervescence had subsided, he 
vaitured to approach again--^** You no 
longer find society interesting," said he; 
** those men cannot any Icmger amuse you,** 
pointing to a groupe of literary men who 
were conversing. 
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^^ n n*y a point ifAoMM ^pour odfe qui 
aime," said Zaira ; ^ Mm amant est jiuM, 
tons hs autres sont moins." 

He was rejoioed to hear her quote fifom 
Rousseau, and congratulated hims^ that 
half the work was d<Mie. ^ You are fimd 
of ga^ng on the night,*" said he ; ^ so am 
I. This lovely light is congenial to gtk£, 
the only permanent inmate of the Inanan 
heart.'' 

*' It is congenial to a feeling mote su- 
blime and salutary," said Zaira — ^* to the 
hope of futurity. There is no sophistry in 
the stars ; those hieroglyphics, those sacred 
letters, traced by the finger of God, disclote 
more of his mind to man, than he can learn 
from the wisest of his fellow-mortals. I 
look there, and forget all you have said.'' 

^^ I shall take care to refresh your me- 
mory, however," sfad Cardonneau to him- 
self. ^' I have cmly said," he added, *^ what 
the stars, if thcrjr speak thith, can never ocm* 
tradict ; to gaze on the phemMn^aa of na* 
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tore ftor a conaolatioii of grief is harrnkfts ; 
for grief is ' high^fimkutkal f andVhetlicar' 
it derives relief from the dwrms of nature, 
or of society, is little matter, provided re- 
lief be Obtained; buttoi^lytothoeepbe- 
nomena for a solution of the evils of Hfi^ 
and imagis^ beoause the stars are bright, 
that their inhalntants are happy, is a wan- 
dering of intellect.'* 

'' Malo cmn Flatone errare,'' said Zaira^ 
£omBg a smile; 'Vif my ^lilosophy be 
&hei it is at least more oomfortable than 
jrours.** 

^ I ecmgratulate you on its comf<»rt8,*' 
said Cardonneau, drily. 

" Ajad do yon beheve, then, I should fed 
bap]^, if I b^eved, like you, the univer- 
sal predominance of evil ?'' siddZainu 

'* If truth be an approadb to happiness, 
you certainly wcmld.*' 

'* Lead me then to happiness your own 
way» if it must be,"" said Zaira, with a me- 
lasK^lysmye. "^ The general predmninanee 
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of evil cannot be disputed ; pain whers v^b 
into life/pain attends us tiwH^h it, an4 
pain at length c^pens for us the gates of the 
grave : but it is often rendered suppc^Ue 
(nay enviable) by mental enei^gy ; and phju 
siepl evil may tiius even be productive qf 
xaonl good.'' 

'^ Physical and moral evil are separated 
cmly in the dreams of theory,'' said Cavdon-- 
neau. " Tbey are closely allkd in tfa^ ex- 
periaice of life ; severe bodily sufienngs 
often produce tiie ficaroest exacerbata«His of 
mind; want makes m^!^ murderers and 
robbers. I would not give much for fh^ 
morality of £unine« UgcAmo would hwet 
cut my throat to give his children a meat. 
Wh^i Louis XlVJaid waste thePalatinate* 
or his Irish general (worthy of his master) 
drove all the population of the a^jwent 
country under the walls of Londcmderry, 
to starve in the sight of thdr coui^t^ma^, 
who could not assist themi dosi't you ima^ 
gine that many of the sufferers w«e driven 
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to all tiie extremities of rage, blasphemy, 
and despair, who might have been very mo- 
ral men, but for their physical sufferings ? 
. Do you conceive that they sat down, naked 
and fiunishing among snows, to console 
themselves with the thought of the moral 
good to be deduced fix)m thdr circum- 
stances ?•• 

'^ To state extreme cases as examples may 
be admissible,'' said Zaira ; *' but it can 
scarcely be so to adduce them as general 
principles in argument." 

^ They are not extreme cases," said Car- 
donneau ; ^ those wretches whom we caH 
kings, intoxicated by the power of dif^sing 
misay, (whidi man always mistakes for 
real power) hate always rendered sudi cases 
rather common than extreme. Lookathis- 
tcny — ^what is it but a loathsome and weary- 
ing repetition of one man, or cmnmunity of 
men, wresting the rod of powar from the 
hands of another to convert it into a scourge 
for tile weak T 
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Cardonneau was proceeding to examples^ 
for he piqued himself on his pow^ of de- 
clamatioD, and certainly there was an am- 
ple field for them hare ; but Zaka intra- 
ruptedhim, 

*^ Crime and evil ate generally puUic, 
both fircmi their nature and their conse- 
quences," said 1^ ; ** but the very modes* 
ty of virtue prev^its its n<^riety. Hiere 
is something veiy dramatic in evil ; we 
dwell long on the description of a storm or 
a pestilence ; but who can fill his imagina- 
tion with the idea of days without a doud* 
or write a diary of health that knows no in- 
terrupticm? Volumes have been filled with 
the details of human mia^ ; but who ever 
wrote a book to tell mankind he was hap- 
py ? Happiness is a single, perkips an ili- 
communicable saitiment ; but grief is in- 
exhaustibly fertile and doquent" 

*♦ The very drcumstaace of the greater 
abundance c^ the details of calamity should 
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pfoveits gsrater quantum in life^'' nid Cku** 
donneau. 

•' Perhaps noVV replied Zaira ; « grie^ 
oempdOLed to look abroad &r consolation 
or compassicxi* must try to procure them; 
by a description of ita sudBBaings;^ while 
happiness requires only consdouaness^ and 
stands in no need of witnesses. Were we 
to form the true estimate of H&v. it should 
b^ taken from man, not as he is represents 
edditfi hiatory, where all has worst leelii^ 
afH brouglit into aotion^ but as he exists in 
domestie life* where 1m best ace generated: 
aod cultivated." 

/' I fear,** add Cardonneau, *' if we had. 
the power, like le IMable Boiteux, to take 
off tl^ roof of every man's house and look 
hi, we should find ample confirmation of 
the predominance of evil. Man, in the 
struggles of public li&, may be criminal, 
but is rarely contemptifale-*-4iis vices, Hke 
the stage on which they are exhibited, are 
great-^Wt in domestic life the sufferings 
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are wholly witiboQt grandeur^ and omr dis- 
gust at meannesa k only added to our Ii<nr- 
ror of deprayity. Could we look into the 
cottage of the peasant with as nnidi &cSi- 
ty as their oonspicumis staticRi epablea i^g 
to view the palaces of princes, we should 
find the same intrigue, vanity, envy, and 
sdfishness struggling for inta-est and fbr 
power in the narrowest cnrde of 4omestie 
life, as ever was read of in courts and oftbU 
nets — and the history of tli^ humblest in- 
dividual for a single day, indudkig the 
petty suligects of domestic stri£»— 4he eager 
pursuits of &nrUdden indi^^eno^— ^ vsdn 
atbanpte of the aged to mamtaon pow^ 
over rebellious youtii— 'and the fierce strug- 
^ of premature matnhood for early eman- 
dpation — ^the plots of brodien and sisters 
to obtain' an exduave share of parental 
f>art]a£ty— -or the dangerous and wicked 
prafiarence of a psrent for one diild, per* 
haps the most worthless ci alt — tlie wars 
and rumours of wars, in one migle day, xm- 
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der one roof, ay » in cme rocmi— if we could 
see it-^would leave us little reason to sup^ 
pose that evil was confined to the greater 
events and more prominent characters of 
H^.— Periiaps,'' said he, pursuing the point 
with increasing eagerness from its antici- 
pated effect on Zaira's peculiar feelings— 
'* perhaps if any jmrt of life might be sup^ 
posed more free fix>m the predominant in- 
fluence of evil than another, it would be 
that of the liberal and cultivated man of 
letters." — (Zaira sighed, and the atheist 
caught a good omen from her sigh ; he de* ; 
termined, however, to sketch the portrait 
at a safe distance, and leave it to her con- : 
templation.) — •* A man,'' he continued, 
** who has studied books and nature ; who 
has learned firom historical examples «to 
ccHrrect or avoid the evils of life ; and who, 
while he is laying up stores of moral wis- 
dom for the regulation of his ccmduct, is 
also led by the very haUt of study into a 
course of rational and el^ant enjoyment—- 
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or, if sudiacasebetoorarerl^usimagine 
a man, (he was on his guard,) devoted ta 
some beautiful art, that occupies his heart, 
his hands, and his time~-whoselife is pass- 
ed in vicissitudes o£ pleasing toil, <Mr c^ 
puUic triumph — ^in whose &vour the curse 
pronounced on mankind seems to be re- 
versed — ^whose devoticm to his darling em- 
ployment enables him to eat his Inead, not 
in the sweat of his brow, but with almost 
as much pleasure, from the bare laboiur of 
his hands, as its consmnmation ^ves to the 
ddighted spectator. — ^Well, may not sudi 
men be happy ? may they not set life at 
defiance ? may they not at least conliive to 
cheat it of a smile ? the wisest and rarest 
art ever practised. Let facts speak. Facts 
proclaim loudly, too loudly, to leave an ex- 
cuse to the wiUul deafiiess of human pride, 
or hiniian negligence, that philosophers, and 
poets, and artists are universally known to 
be the most irritable, restless, and jealous 
of mankind ; and while their w<»:ks breathe 
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the most ^xd^^ied Mfnfiments, and the most 
enchanting descriptions, and furnish the 
most exqumte i^resentations of nature, 
phywal or impassioned ; and while the rea- 
der, ot speetator, images, that tihie being 
who could write or feel, or even paint thus, 
must be half in Heayen,-^at being is an 
utter stranger to the delights he can com- 
municate sd copioudy and no ridily, and 
sits^ in Ms study or school, stung by ne- 
glect, if unnoticed ; mad with vanity, if 
popular; tremUingly dependent on, and 
meanly canfyassing tofr the praise he affects 
td despise; and frantic with rage or with 
envy agaanst tibe ccmpetitors, whom he 
damns with fiunt jpfaise, <»* writhing with 
Mitterer agony^ j^etencb todisdain."-*-^ 

-^AH intdleetual persons," said Zaka, 
defecting heif l»rcA:i^ voice, and fca^cing 
herself to continue the debate from the mere 
orphaned feding of mkary, from a determi- 
nation to suj^rt this ^* bald disjointed 
talk," lest the improvident kindness of 
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friends might haply touch anoth^, a feel- 
ing like that c£ the Countess of Rousillon, 
when die said to her down, — * Well, sii*, 
,for want of other focdery, I'll bide your 
proof.' All intellectual persons are not 
thus degraded ; I have appeared in public, 
and my success nev^ was attended by one 
pang of jealousy.'' 

" Because you were superior to it,'* said 
vCardonneaU) ^^ not only from the eminent 
.disHnctian of your talents, but from your 
goodness of heart." 

That was the worst point of his argu* 
ment. Zaira shuddered at a compliment 
-nowj^^aiiy thing that reminds us of our 
.former existence, when the spring and the 
hope of it are lost, appears like a mixture 
^ of insult and reproachv Cardonneau felt in 
; a moment he was on a \^ong tack, and ^lifl- 
' ed with instantaneous and admirable dex- 
terity. " We must allow," said he, (i/^«/ 
-wwer^ the language a Frenchman uses 
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when, by dint of kfiom, he is passing his 
own assertions fat general trutlis^)->-»-<< We 
must allow liiat human ^xpeotetions should 
be reduced to a very low standard indeed ; 
but can our expecttftions be ever brought 
so low as reality l^:tegs them ? Let 4is rate 
the estimate of life as low t» We can bring 
it, health, peace, and coHipcltence at l^a^t 
roust be items in the sutii*--<to ^joy peace 
and comfi»t in tmy teasonabk degree, or 
indeed in any degree at all, (and l^ot is tie 
very high demand,) we mi:Mt certainly be 
exempt from all ftar of wanthig feodfer tho 
day, and shelter foft the night. Compesred 
to this distress, afl intellectoal agitation is « 
&rce, and all Impassioned feeling a fever. 
But is this exemption «ii^oyed by ten out 
of twenty? No, not pnhaps by five; no, 
(taking tlie ordinal vicissitudes of life into ^ 
tu^count) not by one. What multitudes ^ffire 
there whose sole occupaftion is to labour 
evay day for the bread that must be evaty 
day consumed^ and even on tluB bard am- 



y Google 



WDMEK. 171 

(^^UmiVliow many Me diere whotannot ob- 
tain it ? Wbat mdl^itcides are tiiere viho 
cannot procure at the doors of tliOT own 
iiouses a share of llie alim whidi they dis- 
tributed with <heir own hands to maidi- 
cants but a short space b^re ? But grant- 
ing eVen, (what e3(perienQe ibribids us to 
grant) that competence indudes the whole 
4SfPMe, is man then Kdnced to place his hap- 
piness in living alife like that of the beasts 
tliat peridh) satisfied wiA daily food and 
nightly shdter ? Tliat man cmiMrt have the 
heaart of man who can <nrawl tluou^ life 
^RnM&out a single tie of nature or df pasmxD^ 
*-^witliout any thkig to l0?e beiride Umself, 
^->-n;dio i»n c]itm<^ ufito his ho^ and inwi^ 
his soardid morsd In Imital silence, satii^ed 
^t he has enou^ to protract his wicostih- 
less existence while the many pmsh.^ 

'^ Buch a picture is hCTrid,^ said Zaifa ; 
** but*' (a»d her voiee trembled as Ae con- 
^uedtliesenttiiee) **ha8 BfCunewo ties? 
9 
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Has passion no chaims ? May not m&ny 
sufferings be diminished or forgotten y^we 
lave muck f* 

" And if we do,** said CardcHmeau, eageir 
to catch his victim in her own snare^ ** on 
how frail a foundation is even this pallia- 
tive of misery placed ? If the object is hu- 
man» it must be transient." 

Tears fell fast from Zaira's eyes at these 
words ; and Cardonneau, whose object and 
hope were to make bar not feel^ hastened 
on to gena^ties* ** Dkease may corrode, 
age must decay it» death must remove it ; 
and even while the objects we love remain 
with us, they may be so changed by the 
changes of life,— so altered by absence, — so 
withered by misfortune^ — so parched and 
blasted by those winds that are for ever tra- 
versing the deserts of life, that we may find 
them likely to contribute to any thing but 
our happiness. — ^No, they are spared only 
to make us feel them drop, grain by grabi. 
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from our agonizing hands, and to learn it is 
(Hily sand we have grasped after all." 

There was a long pause, tiU Zaira, col- 
lecting rather her feelings than her powers 
of reasoning, said, — " What is your object 
in thus pressing on the mind the predomi- 
nance of evil, as if it were a salvatcny clause 
in the creed of humanity ? What interest 
can any human being have in disclosing to 
another views that must blast the sight ? 
Revelation has assured us that ^ God is 
Jove ;* and this single sentence^ if we beHeve 
it, furnishes a refutation pf dl your argu- 
ments, or a consolation " , 

'* Revelation,*^ said Cardonneau, who was 
a very well-bred atheist, ** is doubtless en- 
titled to profound respect ; but we may be 
pardoned, tf we refuse to surrender to that 
respect the evidences of pur senses, the sug- 
gestions of our reason, the experience of 
our lives. We are told that * God is love ;* 
but we mu9t look abroad for the proof; 
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whk^ mustbesoug^inlufiwovks^ Jnihe 
creation cf thai Bang who k iMe^ we &id 
nolhii^biithatredand hostiiUty ; tbeekeum- 
stttneea of man hoUk pbyoieal andiiioral i his 
nature as a savf^e, or hi& habits wb^^ dvi*- 
li2ed; the passionac^ his heart, or the iMti- 
tuticms of society i the very doDp^ta them- 
selves ; the earth otk whidft be treads t&m- 
yoked by storma ; the ak that he breathe 
impregnated by pestUenee — all seaB sworn 
against the happinessac^man ; and if heob- 
tmmt a dhort respite &(mi these^ hia fellow** 
creatures are perpetual sastrujao^ents of pexu 
petually.recurring wretdbiedness ; or place 
him alone^ the very abstraction from strug- 
gle and difficulty, the very lassitude which 
that abstractimi generates^ is the most hor- 
rible sensaticm of all. Man becomes bis 
own afiemy th^, his inanity is the worst 
of agonies, 9nd, like the scorpion, he dwts 
into himself that sting,, wl^h has no long^ 
an enemy to pierce^ and petisbea l^ Im cmn 
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iffl^ife ^JmU we vfQC^^ipze the * God of love?' 
Ilk it 9Qj^ 0b¥k>U95 beautifVil and i|iteUigjei¥t 
ifima, ^«t if o^r oreed^ if our natkmal m^ 
thclogyj intimated that an evil spirit had 
crated tii^ esor^ and was pmnitted to 
aj^eftHSf^ ltt& malignity by the su£ferk)gs of ita 
iHtisjbitaQts, t)uit we could expect no worse 
remits ik»^ M^^ da^y witnaii or e^tpm- 
em*?** 

** You iDAke me shudder,'' said Zaira, ri- 
sing hastily ; " your expressions tremble 
cto th^ yetsi^ of Waspbeifty -T 

^ What is blasphemy ?" aaid Cardonueau, 
riauig ^o« s^ fbUowing her. ^^ In ancient 
Athem cw Jioine, it wo^ld have been deny- 
i$ig 1^^ divinity of Jupiter ; in Constant!- 
noj^e, Af^csyw^ the impostor ^|ahomet; 
iii Ms^dN^, speaking against the powar of 
the Inquisition ; or in Widah^ that of the 
Great Serp^it" 

Cardonneau was glad to take shelter for 
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the time in these bewildering gena*alities, 
as the divers in the gulph of Qrmus» when 
they see fish approaching to devour them^ 
try to escape by raising the mud wiih their 
feet. 

The next day Cardonneau was laid up 
with a severe toothaeh. De Viosmenil sat 
in his room for "learly an hour, during which 
time the conversation ran in its usual chaxi« 
nel ; Cardonneau talking the whole time 
like an atheist, or, in his own phrase, en phu 
losophe. 

At last, De Viosmenil, weary of him axidi 
his subject, rose to departs 

" Ah, stay !" said Cardonneau, announ- 
cing in the same breath defiance of God 
and dependence on man — ** Stay a little 
longer ; I am in horrible pain ; stay, and 
if philosophy displeases you, I wiU talk 
tres religieusementr 

De Viosmenil was not tempted to stay^ 
even by this promise. 
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The next day the toothach had ceased, 
and Cardonneau was able to talk blasphemy 
as well as ever. 



H^ 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Of good and evil mudi they axgoed then ; 
Of htppmest and final misery, 

Ftasion and apathy, and glory and shame- 
Vain wisdom aD, and fiilse philosophy. 

MiLTOK. 

Zai&a was in no mood to hear him. She 
had felt deeply her deficiency in the argu- 
ment the preceding evening, and was an- 
xious to supply it, before she w$u3 again 
called on to controversy. In grie^ the 
mind is very apt to blame itself; it acquires 
a species of irritability, whidii it is disposed 
to vent even at its own expense— *a kind of 
suicidal hostility. We imagine we cannot 
too mudi punish the heart that has cost us 
so much. 
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* Zmh now blamed herself for not having 
sti:idied the evidences of revealed religion 
in h^ happier hoinrg, though she felt that 
those hour^ presented little motive for such 
studies. Idolized and flattered then, she 
was contented with a general admission 
of abstract truths^ and even gave herself 
much ct^it for thinking so weU of the 
other world, while the present was full of 
charma wd I|Qiiours*-«*it was a kind of fair- 
vreather reli^n, fit for the hsq^y—but now 
that the atorm came cHh ^he was forced to 
lode; to the tackle q£ the threatened vessel, 
and see whether it was St to ride out the 
gab. Grief certainly leads more to think 
ofreligbnthMtjof does. $ii^lar pheno- 
mdiDn id the Immm mmd ! One would 
imagine ttot the ^^sion of gratitude was 
as naturo} aa the supf^icatum for support : 
It It not so haw^¥»5 for the reading^esks 
in our ^np^Bkes arf kmd^ with r0(|uests to 
plriPf for the fiklk, and tk^re is sc^nrc^y^ ever 
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convalescent, though there is an appropriate 
form for each. As in the days of Christ, 
of the nine deansed, only one vetums ta 
give glory. Thus, joy leads us to comnni- 
ni<m with man, who cim share it ; and grief 
to communion with God, who alone can re- 
lieve it. — ^Which is best ? 

Zaira betook herself to study the evi- 
dences of religion with a kind of sati^action 
derived from the feeling that i<t was ker 
duty. Oh how soon, when uiAappy, we 
fly to duties as a kind of atonemait ; how 
closely, are the ideas of suffering and guilt 
connect^ in all human minds ! 

Zaira was unfortunate in undertaking 
this study in France^ where there is a 
^' plentiful scarcity** of such works. She 
enquired in vain for Stillingfleet*s ** Qri- 
gines Saerae,** for Leland's " Account of 
Deistical Writers," fw Browne's " Answer 
to Shaftesbury,*' for the masterly work o£ 
Paley on the "Evidences of Christianity ," 
and that of her living countr}anan, Murray, 
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(one <^ ^e best of them all). No sudi books 
ccmld be had— nothing but Chateanbrlant, 
andhis ^ Genie duChristianisme,'' (so caHed) 
a frivolous, superficial, gaudy, French work, 
reminding us perpetuaDy of the necessity 
of condoling widi the angels, who, we are 
told by Shakespeare, weep when men " play 
sudi fantastic tricks bdbre high Heav^L'' 
What could Zaira make of a writer who 
subrtttutei^fbr a proof of the Trinity an illu- 
sion drawn from the threefold appearance qf 
ike sun^ athisri&mg, meridtan, and netting f 
She toiled on through floods oi eloquent 
nonsense; and Jm femmen SemaiOeej who 
vimted at Viosmenil's villa, looked over \xet 
shoukfer as die read, exclaimed, '' Monsieur 
Chateaubriaat ! Ah qu'il est charmant !" 
and tried to s^]4y to the author of '* Genie 
du Christianlsme" the pun tA a Frendiwo- 
man cm Ae titte c^ Montesquieu's work, 
who said, ^^U Esprit des Unx^ should have 
been ^^ E&prit aur les lam.'' 

All this did Zaira no good ; she was 

5 
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weuried to dteth l^ Monsiettf Chateau^ 
farimt ; tkexe wst no standing his 

** Cages fof gnaXM, and diain« to yoke a flea. 
Dried butterflies, and tames of casuistry." 

Pope. 

» 

When under the power of stnmg emotiicm, 
nothing biit irutk ean satisfy die soid; 
When the unhappy Dodd was going to 
exeeution, ne exdaimed, ^ AB witt be rmtl 
in a few moments r ^We pant for this rcyify 
in grief, for we iie^l tiiat half our snflGBringi 
ha^ been oyring to illum>n, Zaka began 
to wish to hear the worst that eould be sasi 
on the other side«-<kangW9ii8 coriosily ! 
Like Klate, she could have asked^ •* Whal 
is truth 7^ a question to whidi no answa: 
was returned, doubtless because it waa ask* 
ed in presumpticm or impatience. Thia 
restlessness/however, was owing to her s«if- 
ferings. 

When our mihdi are at peace; when w* 
are at ease in our possesnons; when we 
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aore '' settled on our lees," i«ie ate 4iipo0ed 
to be r&tyw^ satisfied with ike pveae&t 
state ef thiiig8--4he nelkmal religkNi ted 
tile chxxtA as by l««r eataUklied, all indli- 
ded — and we are ready to raise an oatciy 
agalmt tibdse wbo seek to dutluri> ua. But 
mirfortuiiefaroes us to £g to tiie SovttAi*' 
tiens, and we toil hard, and dive dM[]^ if 
we mmy indeed find a dro|» of water to 
ooolUie flames thatare^roimi^aiirTety' 
souls.' 

The n«&t time they oonversed, Caxdon- 
neau was mere on bds giuurd. He rtmem- 
haed she had beai sbodced by some of hte 
fimoaer exptessUma; he watdbed htmad£ 
'' Feii a peu/' said Cardonneau to himseU; 
*^ if I ctfi get her to amfias timt Ae ia 
thoixwgfaly miserable^ it will be easy etiottj^ 
to Isad hel* to throw tiie Uame of it from 
heradf on tte Dei£y ; ami a D^y ikit haa 
once o(K»e to be hiannd ia good £br no- 
liA^ma after. Oh» if I can get her to 
tint] tiien"..-p^ 
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^ So spake the sjurited sly snake ;" and 
he began his next meditated attack more 
and more en pkiUmopke ; he spoke dP 
Christianity as of something he wished weH 
to, and was wilMng to treat with lenity. 
He spoke of it like one making the best of 
a bad cause, and wishing, with all his diu 
cere mm/, that it was a better one. ^* God- 
defend me frcHn my friends," says son^ m- 
telligent Frendnnan, ** and I wiU take cam 
of my enemies.** 

He began his dreumvallations &r and 
wide, like a skilful besieger; the garrison 
must have had supernatural sight to desory 
his approaches. He lamented the |ifvrafeMe 
qfevU, like one who was humanely lament- 
ing human calamity, not metaphysicdly 
searching into its causes. Zaira, in the im- 
patient agony of a wounded qilrit, tried to 
call him back to the subject. He appeared 
to submit to her commands, executed an 
inccHnparable French shrug, and performed, 
with eloquent circumlocution and admira- 
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ble colloquial navigation, a kind of coast* 
ing voyage round and round the forbidden 
shore/ without ever touching on one of its 
dangerous bearings. This woidd not do for 
Zaira ; she went straight to the point, to 
the ar^^ of evil, that tremendous rock, 
against which the human mind may lie 
beating till it becomes a wreck. Cardon- 
neau appeared to listen with a kind of de- 
ferential reluctance, and confessed the sub- 
ject beyond his comprehension. 

^^ It has occurred to me,** said Zaira, 
^^ when I have thought on the sul]gect, that 
evil is owing to the necessary imperfection 
of created beings. Divinity alone is per- 
fect ; every created being may fall, how &r 
depends on himself; and thus evil may be 
perpetually generated by what constitutes 
the essential differ^M^ between the Creatcnr 
and the created, the want of absolute and in- 
feUihle perfectiim on the part of the latter.** 

*^ That is plausible,** said Cardonneau, 
with the air of a man who wishes to be 



y Google 



16^ MTOMB^K* 

coo^in^ecL '* biftt H etxuiot acoouut for the 

Met of Uie D^ty in aKi^km would he 
iriiflibrated— *It would rednee Die wbd^ igrs- 
%mK to a God, and a imW^cae of deiMraf 
-—a monabrous and frig^i^) hyp oti i ewd. 
Even your great EagMsH phUosofAer,* in 
bis ol[»$arvatio98 on Soame Jeqiiings's fool- 
ish pampblei ecMifefi(9es» 'we oan easily 
Gono^v? bow evil comea into thQ w<»jid^ 
but we cannot ^ e^^i^ coi¥^Ye wby tbin^e 
ii 9D mu^ of i^ or why Aere m^ht not be 
less.* Ifyou were introduced Hitotl^ehouise 
<;^a inan» remiMrkal^ ion his plaeidity and 
phUantIm>pb^„ wA who w^ws perf)otuaUy 
announcing hi» wish to nud^e bis faanly 
h«|)py» would y^u not be surprised at find- 
ing ev«y hew! boMi down, and ev«y eye 
filled with tears, to heur on ev^ ^ide the 
waitings of wretdiedness and discontent'-* 
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eihyhis d^pendinto ?'' - 

^' Not if Ife^k su£Be9r]i)|f» iirasa ficom t^^ 
i^ves^'' sidd Zika, '* The BM$t» of i^ fih 
laily is not lu^werable for ^ wil/ful urn- 
9(mduet of his dutdttn and domestics."' 

^ That is* the diaadvanta^ of a^gyii^ 
from metaphor^" said CardoiiMau ; '' the 
fetiturea in the rest noUanee are oaly iod- 
danta]^ no msai is crauted a serf ant,— 4» 
the original they snre essentia}, for ewry 
man is hem a ^0srer^ physically ot me^ 
tally, or both perhaps — hoih certumljf.'^ 

Through this ** war. of word»" Zaira 
fought her way» and she endeavooicd to 
ixki^e it plain that nino-taitha of hMmiMi 
suffering date owing to the a^nt hwisdf } 
and ha* heart supi^ied her with tbirt; teisi- 
ble eloquence of experiaiee^ before which 
all eloquence is dumb or is weak. 

"You are mocking human wretched- 
ness/' saiA (itf doi^eau, ^ whea you speak 
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ifaiii^ 'when you describe * Ae misery o^ 
man as ermng from himself—does it not 
in a million of cases arise from circum* 
atmoes over which man has no ocmtroul ; 
from habit, from national institutions, from 
national religion, from power in unjust 
hands? Could the Helots be happy in 
Sparta ?-^Could Gralileo be happy in the 
dungeons of the Inquirition ? — Could Re- 
gulus be happy in his tub ? — Could Lati* 
mer and Ridley imd Hooper be happy 
when the fresh,* green,* shw-iwrmng wood 
was kindled round thdr shrinking, scorch- 
ing limbs ?*• 

He had gone too far ; he was treading on 
hallowed ground-aground unfit for him to 
toUdi ; he had not put off his mortal san- 
dals when he ventured to approach it 
Zaira seized the point with all the powefs 
of h» imagination. 



* Vide Hume's History of EnglandL 
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^'li^es,'' said she, berbeaatiful&cefldslil 
ed for a momait, as if it reflected the flames 
in which the martyrs perished^ — '* Yes, they 
were happy — ^thcy su£fered for the truth, 
and they went to God— Yes, they were 
iiappy—*-and their happiness, amid tibe most 
horrible extreme of physical suffering, dis* 
proves the argument that human misery 
depends on extanal causes.'' 

Cardonneau fdt his hopes sink within 
him at Uiese wcwds-^they indicated religi- 
ous feeling--he was aghast— -« new enemy 
had stwted up — ^he knew not what to make 
of her ; Zotro, declaiming in the tone of 
"Taylor and ttie Book rfMar^r Then, 
with rapid French ^eaetration^ he ccmcri- 
ved all this was said ptmr Jacon^ and he 
shifted durecdy. He appeared like a man 
who had listened merely to declamation,. 
,and was wsdting to finish his sentence when 
the interruption was over* 

** I was going," said he^ with an air of 
patient deference^ ^ I was going to men- 



y Google 



190 w6if£tc. 

tton cactses, barely pfcysical, as productive 
rf hnmati misery — {Hbere he thou^ hfe 
was safe) — cliraate, for instance. When 
Nature is armed against man^ (as she is 
crver tSiree-foiirths of the globe,) i^at de- 
fence tan b^ mslke, and what coBSolation 
can fce iseek ? ISo man can be «n agent in 
being bom in a ^mrficukr dBmate ; it <5ali 
neither be matter t)f choice or of blame : 
yeft how xmicJi ^ bumatn bappiness or tni- 
sery ^depends tm <Jie degree of latitttde in 
^t^db we ^xist* 

Zaira, no longer abte to rdy on her ima- 
ginaction; on the tmprompted feciKty of a 
happy mind, Umt pours tnit its conceptions 
and images with feficitous and unlaboured 
hiruriance, was nowiseardring ber memory 
fefr something to oppose to his argumient. 
She lat it to be false, but had not spirit 
now to encounter it in the abstract ; she 
tried to shelter herself tinder particular in- 
stances of opposition. She v^oke of Ice- 
land, a country that seems to barve incurred 



by Google 



WOlfCN. Iff 

the wrath of allth^^meMs; aeoutftryof 
fire and'fVo8t, the Qm ofitMnimate matmre, 
branded and i%}edted and^t apart irom Hb 
species. " Yet in thisxj^^unlry,** said Xm% 
*^ liter£H?iire id t^ItrvHted t^ # degvee w^- 
known in the most di^icioiis regioM ; mA 
a woman is not «nfi^red t» marry litt a 
priest Aimishes a eerti#cait6 ^f ber hdBg 
able to read, and hein^aequainted wtdb the 
poetical hi^on^s lof the itihi^/' 

^' A solitary instance is m> wgameo^'' 
said Ca^dorniean ; ** I -npiieid to the 'gene- 
ral stiEite of the miivmm^ 4ts f hysicift «^. 
cutmstances ^xre sudi as %o €Kehide m najo- 
rity ci its -teA^ihitttitts ^ron 1jb% taiBe pMrti- 
cipation of comfort, (Cardonneau was ^Mi* 
ged to natiMMMMi l^gUsh woi«l>— What 
is the ^tate of the infanbilMite <if the Ork- 
neys, of LsTpknA, ^f SN^Mia'? Does^nirt Ike 
mere dimate under whiK^ ^hey live «on- 
de^mn ihe natives to a ^ttfte below ^at of 
intdlectnal beings^--^to a stole little dbove 
Ihait^the amm«& wbotti^Aef destiiQfy Ifor 
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the support of their miserable exi/^teno^ i)f 
the uncouth fitmitiu'e of their den-lSk^ 
huts P"-^ And as he i^poice, Cardonneau i^ 
jadly turned over a supi^b oolleetion of en^ 
gravings illustrative of the costume of the 
inhabitants of the north o£ Europe.) " Per- 
hf^MS)" said he^ ** the most miserable fea^ 
ture in the situation of these Farias i^hu^ 
manUif, is that their baie representation 
furnishes a subject of wonder and curiosity 
to their more enlightened fellow-creatures ; 
that we are gazing at th^m this moment as 
we would at the figures of animals in some 
wild remote country, and blessing ourselves 
.that no sudbi monsters are indigebous to our 
-soU." 

. He went on in the triumph of his soul, 

. and he spoke of the Boshiesmen, near the 

. Cape of Good Hope, and of thfe AlbinoSi 

and of the men mentioned by Locke (in his 

^ Qjii^otic combat with the wind-mill gimts 

of innate ideas), who had no name for a ^^ 

ritual being, and can reckon no furth^ tli^ 
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tfa^ fiiigej^ (ofiQBring tlieir hairs as a substi-^ 
toted symbol f(x a number beyond fi^e ;) 
and be was still going on, when it occurred 
to Imn^ (thoiagh a Frenchman,) that a wo* 
man must be allowed one momait to speak 
, ^^ A& jovar pdsrtiaBS," said Zaira, *^ tend 
io^ro^re that misery is the lot of those who 
ha,re not attgmed intdlectual cultivattmi. 
Jf &»u could pamt/" she continued, trying 
to eioert her foimer pleasantry — she fidled 
in Ih^ attempt An internal monition,—^ 
blow on the heart struck her at the rao^ 
ment,-~she struggled with it,*^^-8tru^;led 
vainly, and burst into tears. Cardimneau 
was instantly and intently ^nployed in ex* 
imining the engravings. Zaira dried hisr 
tears, and went on with the amversatioh, 
** as wen as she might.** 

^< Do not imagine^'* said Cardmmeau^ 
^ |;hat I absurdly asaibeall Ihe sufferings 
of man to the climate he lives under. He 
lbs more enemi^ than Nature. But whare 
Ae tyranny <^the tilements ceases, that of 

VOL, III. I 
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his feUow-men commences. A being who 
is enabled, by the progress of society, to oon- 
struct a habitaticm that will defend him fromtv 
their inclemency, to furnish it with what 
may contribute to his comfc»i;s, and to be 
within the reach of all that he may want^ 
from being surrounded by other men and 
their habitations^ is certainly a being of 
much less privations and physical sufiering 
than the savage ; but then he has stAd his 
liberty for his indulgence. From that mo- 
ment, he becomes liable to all the evils of 
society, viciously constituted; — ^he must 
fight in a cause that he is neither interest- 
ed about, or conscientiously justified in, if 
his rulers please ; — ^he must march to cut 
the throats of men he has never seen, at the 
command of one for whom he does not 
care ; — ^he must submit to have his property 
drained by taxation, to support schemes 
which even those who devise ihem do not 
understand. And even supposing him ex- 
empt from the prescriptive evil;? of politi- 
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6ally-constituted society, he must submit 
to all the evils qfapiniofi, the false standard 
of morals and manners perpetually erected 
in society by those who take on them to be 
arbiters of its internal structure ;— dissimu- 
lation must be his study, and hypocrisy his 
pride. He must for ever smile on those he 
hates, and often look coldly on those he 
loves ; his joy must be art, and his very 
grief affectation. Is such a state more en 
viable than that of the savage ? Or rather, 
does it not often combine the sufferings of 
savage life, hunger, cold, and nakedness^ 
(for many have perished for want in civili- 
zed society,) with the evils of a sophistica- 
ted mind, artificial manners, and all the 
luxurious impotence of a vitiated debility ?" 
** The end of your common^Matth' for- 
gets the beginning,'* said Zaira, forcing a 
faint smile. " You began by proving the 
miseries of savage life, and you end by pro- 
ving the superior wretchedness of civilized 
life/' 
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« I have only supported my gimeral ar- 
gument," said Cardonneau, ^ by demonstra- 
ting the essential and predominant wretch- 
edness of both.*" 

^ But," said Zaira, who saw the use he 
was going to make of this point when he 
had established it, '^ Is it fidr to charge on 
Hie destiny of man those evils of which he 
himself is the authcnr? Are not more than 
haif the suflferings of life wilfully inflicted 
by man on himself? Is not disease o¥ring 
to intemperance, and is not mental wretch- 
edness the result of ungovemed passion ?" 

'' Are the diseases of infants, which of- 
ten continue to afiEect the constitution 
through life, the consequence of intempe- 
rance ?" said Cardonneau ; '^ and is not the 
cureless malady of a broken heart a sufier- 
mg always inflicted by others, from whom 
we have perhaps deserved better ?'* Zaira^ 
struggling with the feelings roused by this 
appeal, was unable to answer,-**.. 

8 
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f' The tempter saw his tiine^ tihe work be plied.^ 

** We are bom," said he, ** with aconstitu- 
tioii the prey of disease, and with a mind the 
vietim of pagsions— Are we agents in either? 
We are not the cauise of our own existence, 
Ihou^ we are inevitable sufferers by th# 
consequence." (He turned quickly, and wi£h 
an air oiincansequenee^ toa bodk dii^ lay on 
the taUe,— he bad markedand doubled down 
the passage for the purpose that morning ; 
it was LfOfd Valentia's Travels, and he 
tamed "to a strong description of a storm 
which the author witnessed in the East In-^ 
dies ;-r-darkness was ova* all the land &r 
hours. The business of life was suspend- 
^«— lear fioze the soul of every man, prince 
and i^ve,-^one person died of mere actual 
terror.) ^ This persitm," said Cardonneau, 
** was not a vo^mtaiy agent in h£s own suf- 
fenngs and horrible death. He might have 
been a mild, b^ievolent, inofibnsive beii% : 
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most probably he was; such perscms are 
often constitutionally timid. Yet, can we 
imagine a death mc^e hideous and dismal^ 
on the rack, or at the stake, than a death 
eaused by mere terror? Recollect also, 
that this feeling could not be powerful 
enough to cause his dissolution without ha- 
ving been the inmate of his heart and na- 
ture for years ;— >he must all his life-Ion^ 
have been in bondage to it ; — he must have 
felt every day that * fear which hath tor- 
ment ;' — he must for ever have been depend- 
ent on the " beggarly elements ;" — ^when- 
ever he rose in the morning he gazed on 
the atmosphere with anxious wretchedness^ 
to know whether he was to pass the day in 
torture. Every passing cloud, every rising 
breeze, every whirl of dust was like the nai- 
nister of death to his soul ; — ^under this bur- 
then of existence he lingered, writhed, and 
died. Can more consummate misery be 
imagined? No tyrant has it in his power 
to inflict any thing like this ; yet there was 
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no guilt here, I mean ho guilt connected 
with such sufferings. He was not answer- 
able for the gathering of the clouds, or the 
dispersion of the dust that filled the air 
for forty miles. Nor was one deviseable 
purpose, even in reference to a future state, 
to be answered by this wretch's expiring 
under feelings that might have made him 
envy a martyr in the fire. Sufferings we 
are told are intended to make us better; 
but what benefit, here or hereafter, could be 
derived fi'om his ? Were his virtues exalted, 
or his love of the Deity inflamed by such a 
state of feeling ? — I trow not." 

^* If suffering does not purify us," said 
Zaira, ** it is our own fault." 

" You do' not speak as you feel," said 
Cardonneau. 

Zaira could only weep in answer. 

** Nothing can be more absurd," said 
Cardoimeau, ** than to talk of the benefi- 
cial effect of suffering— nothing can be 
more contrary to experience. The pride of 
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the andento etiaiUed them to defy it» or to 
talk aft if they did — ^whidi com^ to the 
mane thing with the readers. Atad the pe- 
culiar theology of Christians has taugl»t 
them to speak of the benefit of sufferings ; 
but they are obliged to take all on er^il^ 
and draw on futurity for what time can- 
not afiPord to pay them. But look to li^ 
not to theory ; look not to what men sJ^mld 
do, but to what they really are domg. Ex- 
perience teaches that suffaings, whether 
physical or mratal, so far from acting as 
emollients on the heart and passions, tend 
generally to imbitter the one, and exaspe- 
rate the other. Is there any place where 
less patience is to be found than in an 
hospital ? How many pious ej^culati(mstu*e 
waflted in the curses, groans, and inarticu^ 
late imprecations of a field of battle ? Grief 
itself, though more refined in \t& expres- 
sion, is not less hostile. Grief, violent grie^ 
generally at first vents itself in blasphemy^ 
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and then sinks into a kind of querulous 
sullenness." 

" You have ^keti only erf suffiering,** 
SMd Zaim ; '' you have yet to mention 
what ample resources a cultivated intdlect 
can oppose to pain. All that the mind can 
sufiSer, the mind, ffc^peAy armed, can also 
r^eL** 

'' That k the false lai^ruage of a 11ieo« 
list," said Cardoiineau ; " the language of 
one who has reached the top of the house 
by help of a laddar, and then draws it up 
after him, and bids the gazers below follow 
htm «t their leisuere. When we speak <rf in- 
tellectuid resources, of the oil which they 
efi^se ove^ the storms of life, we diould re- 
ooUect that those resources are in the power 
of a very few. The Deity, we are told, 
has declared, that in the sweat of man's 
brow he fbaJl eat his Inread ; and certainly 
he has k^ his word. The bare care <rf 
providii^ for subsisft^ice, for food f(^ the 
19 
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day that is passing over them, occiipLe* 
about nine-tenths of our species. What 
time, what opportunity have they for in- 
tellectual improvement, or philosophical* 
"^^cussion ? I grant that an enlarged mind 
can reason evil almost out of its nature, 
certainly out of itisf power, but what means 
have savages and slaves to attain enlarge- 
ment of mind ? (and all men are either sa- 
vages or slaves.) The wild naked wan- 
derer on the banks of Senegal, or of the 
Lake Ontario, who rises at the break of 
day to obtain with his bow and surow 
provision for the day ; and * the pale artist 
who plies the sickly trade,' in a close shop 
in the unwholesome streets of Paris or of 
London, are bound down by the same 
yoke of necessity — ^they must toil daily to 
live daily — ^their thoughts must be of the 
earth, earthly. What can enlarged intel- 
lect do for themj but mock theur misery by 
objects of hopeless and impossible attain- 
ment ? They may form subjects of specu- 
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lation to a philosopher, but can they ever 
hope to be philosophers themselves ?" 

He paused — Zaira was sUent ; he went 
cm with irreidstible eagerness, with all the 
eloquence of vice, more eloquent than vir* 
tue, because more in need of rhetorical 
support, and trusting its cause chiefly to 
words. He went on successfully— we spare 
our readers his arguments. The sum of 
them was this :-^Either there is no Go<^ 
or, if there is, he is a Being wholly insen- 
sible to human actions and their conse- 
quences. The predominance of evil in crea- 
tion is irreconcileable with the idea of the 
itctive presidency of a benevolent Being; 
it intimates either a want of power, or a 
want of will, to remove that evil which 
defaces creation, and (in the apprehension 
of all finite judgments) frustrates the ob- 
ject of the Creator. Now Omnipotence 
cannot be charged with want of power; 
want of will, therefore, or the want of es- 
sential benevolence in the nature of the 
6 
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Deity, i$ the n^xt Qondanon ; Imt there m 
somethiBg bo frightful and 9i{>palliiig in this 
that atheism itself seems a relief to rt^ 

''Must atheism be my refuge then. P*^ 
said Zaira» pausk^ at the hrink of the pc^ 
atpice to M/'hich he hod led her, andviBw^ 
tng the blackness t>f tlie go^h bepqaUi, im^ 
measureable, ^penetrable. ^ Is this the 
region^ this the soil, the dime ?"' SMd^then 
tibe lost ardiangel, 

'' The altenmtive is neoisssaay/^ said Cae^ 
donneau. 

** And tremendous," added Zaira^^^^^and 
«he retired to do t3ie wocit thing she coidd 
—to deliberate on it» 

That evening there was a nvnsetous icam« 
pany at De Viosmenil's ; he IulA observed 
her lately, and feared she was Kstenkig t^ 
much to GardonndRU; he sou^.to A^ 
vide h«r att(&ntion by numbers. The evJBo* 
ing was so sterene and beautiful that some 
of the company, were dispersed throo^ 
the gardens, while Ae rest were sealteAiB 
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a saloon, whose large ^ia«B doors cfpened 
Oki it» and wi^cb was illummated only by 
the fori^t nnxm, thus the^ appeared to bt 
together ; the same pure tiemfnt was re* 
spired attd eiijoyed by both^ whetfaar in the 

In Franoei nothing is more usual than 
the discussion of abstract questions on the 
most important subjects. The arnipapy^ 
as they wandered thnxigh the gard^is^ 
spoke of the immortality of the soul, and 
the b^Bg of a God, witii the perfiect ease of 
continental latitudinarianism. The scenes 
and the conversation, brought strongly to 
1^ recollection of Zaira that resfdendent 
passage in Tacitus that precedes the act 
ocmnt of the death erf Thrasea, " Turn ad 
Thraseam, in hortis ageniem^ qusestor oon* 
sulis missus, adVesperascente jam die. In^ 
lustrium viron^m femijtonnnque coetite 
fiequentes egerat, inaxime intent^s J^*- 
n^trio, Cynicas institutionis doCtori, cum 
quo, ut omjectare erat inteiitione vultus et 
auditis (si qua darius proteqliebanter,) de 
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naturft anhnse et dissodatione spiritus oer* 
poiisque inquirebat, donee advemt Doim- 
fius Caecilianus/' &c. She repeated these 
lines to Cardonneau, who observed, that the 
ancients, at least, possessed the advantage 
of a free discussion of the most awful sub- 
jects that the mind of man can admit or 
contemplate. " In modem society," said 
he, " we are * hedged up unto the fmth ;* 
revealed religion has done so much for us^ 
that we have no discoveries to make for 
ourselves ; and if we had, we dare not — cmt- 
thodoity stops our mouths at every turn ; 
the empire of the ocean of futurity is pos- 
sessed by a mighty power, who does not 
suffer a single bark to sail on a voyage of 
discovery. In Greece they managed mat- 
ters much better." 

" Not in Greece, surely," said De Vios- 
menil, ** where they persecuted Anaxago- 
ras for teaching the elements of the Coper- 
nican system, with as much virulence as 
the Inquisition, centuries after, persecuted 
Galileo for the same crime, and whese 
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Socrates was put to death for introdudng 
K«irv< ewg. When you speak of libendity/ 
my firiend,- forget that the andents existed," 
. " The liberty of conversation they cer- 
tainly allowed, and encouraged/' said Car- 
donneau ; '' and I cannot but tiunk that the 
XHalogue of Thrasea and Demetrius was a 
much better induction to the death of a nu 
tional being discussing those sublime sub- 
jects, when he is just. on the point of pro- 
ving the truth or the falsehood of his argu- 
ments, than the manner in which we pre- 
pare for it — a darkened dhiamber, closed 
curtains, tiptoe attendants, silent friends, 
and the hireling prayers of an ecclesiastiod 
pedant." 

Zaira's attention was drawn away by 
some of the company coming in from the 
garden, and concluding their debates on 
" fixed fate, free-will, foreknowledge abso- 
lute," by proposing to try the sortes Vir- 
gilianae— ^Singular vacillation of the human 
mind between scepticism and the blindest 
credulity ! 
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CardoDBfiftu «aid it iraa perfeetly nato^ 
nl^—that tiie rep^ta pain of the bujaMa 
mind was for ever impelling It to make 
these wide exonrsions, and traverse the 
wiiole extent of intettectuai qpaoe between 
the fiigid apne c£ infiddity and tbe torrid 
one of superstition.— '^ It is a pity it does 
not rest in the temperate i»ie of leHgion at 
Jast," said De Viosmenfl. The company 
were now learning their fgte from the p^^pes 
fii VhrgiL Zaira kxdced on ; i^ involun* 
tarify remembered that night in Dublin 
when she had tried ^lem^^and when she 
^iras called on to follow the example of the 
itest^ she dirunk away. She saw Qudon- 
neau's smile of derision, and, ashamed of 
having incurred) or encountered it, die ad- 
v«iced timidly. It was a singular pod- 
dent, IJbat this evening dso ske shoiM 
^p^ <m It pass^ equally «i^i&»nt^r- 

^ Tuac yero infeiix^ &tb extemte Dido, 
Hort^ orat, tsed^ coeK oonyex^ tuerj.'' 
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fSbe fitood ^(faast; it «emed as if the 
finger of Heayen was writing ites di^stiny 
even ofn a page that she opaied 1t^ «jc^ 
dent De Viosmaiil tried to divert her 
attention by repe^tii^ the ofteib^^peated 
remark on tiie ignorance of astronomy^ so 
obvious in ^e ei&pjressic^ ^^ coeli eouvemi^'' 
He^ ^It in a moment ^be f(ttempt wa$ 
vain. Gardonneau repeated ahnost audibly^ 
** Anodier JSneas may be found." 

Zaira retir^ at these Words, which inti- 
mated mt>re (^ Cardcmneau's mind than he 
had yet vaitured to shew — she retired to 
think, but not of him. She surveyed her 
splendid spdrtment with a melancholy air ; 
flowers were there, whose ftagrsince she wa< 
no longer sensible of — ^books, which she no 
longer ^joyed, or indeed understood — her 
harp was tl^re, which she neva* touched* 
Tl^se inStrumentsof pleasure areapeipetual 
reproach to us when we are xmd&t the influ* 
«ice crfgrief ; we try fe> transfix the reproadi 
to tiian,andpomplain thattteyh^ve lost the 
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power of pleasing, because we dread to tell 
ourselves that we have ceased to be plea- 
ded. She turned from them all in infinite, 
unspeakable loathing of soul. She threw 
harself beside the window, and gazed long 
on the lovely moon ; the objects of nature 
always suggest or cherish a delicious me- 
lancholy ; their very silence appears a kind 
(^speechless consolation to the unfiH'tunate ; 
•* there is no language, but a voice is heard 
among them." The objects of art, on the 
contrary, always present themselves as nai- 
nisters of pleasure, and insult us by their 
presence, when they become cmly the re- 
maofilHrances of sensations which they no 
kmger excite, but by the force of con- 
trast. 

ZwtSL sat long at the window ; the clock 
struck two,— ^U was hushed in the house. 
The beauty of the night seemed increased 
and confirmed by this suspension oi all hu- 
man existence. No erne spoke, moved, or 
breathed* There was a kind (rf spiritual glo- 
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ty in the light and in the hour. The wieteh- 
ed Zaira, parched by that fever of the sool, 
-whose thirst no water on earth can be found 
to quench, quitted her room and wandered 
intothe garden. The garden seemed too con* 
imed for her ; her heart burned within her ; 
the atheistical sentiments of Cardonneau had 
' taken strong hold of her mind ; her philo- 
sophical religion made but a poor defence 
against them. Grief took their part with 
terrible power ; yes, grief, that irresistibly 
impels the mind to the extreme either ot 
i^Ugion or of sceptidsm, A mediocrity of 
religion is not suited to a strong crisis of 
feeling. She found a kind of miserable re- 
lief in plunging into the darkness of adieism 
—-religion had not light enough fer her-^ 
it must be a iMkl haUtual light, to whose 
benign diffusion we have long been ac- 
customed, before we can participate in 
its comforts — but absolute sc^tidsm fur- 
nishes us with a sudden desperate promise 
of relief. There are no gradations, no pre- 



y Google 



91$ woiQ&^> 

jparatory M;ep9 ; we ruah into it^ and at^ 
tain a horriUe sullen repose. 

Perhaps tha^e were other causes lliat in* 
fluenced Zaiia in the present state <^ lief 
mind ;-^in ^rief we oartaxnl^r do not ^mak^ 
to a^be our su£Mngs to an i|itd%eG^ 
cause—it is more onisofing to think that 
diance, or. blind &te, is armed against 
us* An intelligent h&Bg ^omises no re- 
spite to our sufferings j if thejr proceed 
from mtenfWh tl^ere is no knowing wbex^ 
ihey tE^y im^ sxiA we niust alws^y^ con* 
liect the idea of guilt with ikem^ for an. 
latetUgent being cannot be supposed to in- 
flict su£Barii]^ without provocation ; while 
the inflicticms <^ diance are obviouidj 
^oi^traiy, and though they may exdte. 
in us a spedes of resentment at the in?' 
dignity we suff^ irom mecluuiical unconr^ 
sdous causes, c^tainly justify us Srom all 
reyMmsibiHty about it, and make us look to 
jpehef fir^^Qd causes as unexpected as those 
that produQjpd our ca}amities,-^Thae have 
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been unluqppj people who have saidt ^ I 
dare not thank the Deity fw the few 
gleama of comSott I enjoy, for th^i Inmsfc 
aba reEer my soffeiixigs to km^ and tfaey 
fl»e by far l&e most numerous." 

To think that Ckxl is ais^iy vritii aad 
puntshea us, is a tremendous &ou^d;-«^ 
tiiought that has driven the strong^t minda 
to incumble madness^-^^^^ asciifae our dd^ 
tress to the physical cfperation of a neees-' 
wry cause, arms us with a stubborn reso- 
kttiont that knows little pain, and no rt^ 
mor^e. Thus she was rapidly taking shd- 
ti^ in Ihe enemy's camp. The gbrden, witik 
its plaad regular beauty, tortured her by 
its contrast to the agitation c^ her soul. A 
gate, at the extranity (^ it, opened into 
a wood.; she hurried into that wood, itsr 
darkness waa as la^t unto her, it serai- 
ed as a shelter from her own thoughts, and 
she fled to it with avidity. Nature, in all 
its^dch and exhwi^kss luxuriai%D6, has no- 
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thing to the eye or to the soul so delieioas 
as the mild splaidour <^ mocHilight, i^ied 
ova* the darkness of a forest. There ift 
darioiess beneath for the unhappy to muflie 
-—there is light above for the happy to gaxe 
on — and the trembling gleams between the 
iMunches give a strong image of life, che- 
quered indeed with fitful and precarious 
lustre, but of which the predominant ima^ 
rs gloom— diversified, but essaitiaL 

Zaira wandered on ; the beauty of the 
night,' the mildness of the climate, pre- 
cluded all apprehaision from her wand»- 
ing at this late hour. She found hersdf ia 
a part of the wood where the thick-min- 
gling branches excluded all light, but a 
tremulous and checquered gleam, that ap- 
peared and disappeared among the foliage 
above, as it was agitated slightly by the 
breeze. Suddenly a figure appeared to her 
in the darkness ; a white figure, as large as 
life. She started at fmst, but a moment af-^ 
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tor apfHToadied it ; just where it seemed to 
staiid, the trees opened a little, and the 
moonlight fell strongly on it, produdng a 
remarkable and iM^emn effect. It was a fi- 
gure of Christ on the crosc^ which had bead 
taken firmn a ruined church in the neigh- 
bourhood, and placed there by the peasant* 
ry. It was of wood, but it was well execu- 
ted, and the light that fell on it at once 
eoncealed its deiecte, and magnified its ex- 
pression. What an ofcgect for a mind in the 
state of Zaira's ! — Accident, that had so of- 
ten presented her with the most tarihle 
omens, seemed in this to seek to make 
atonement. The image of the Saviour of 
the woiid han^ng on the cross a sacrifice 
for mankind, surrounded by darkness, and 
concentrating and reflecting the light sole- 
ly fi'om his own figure, was an intuitive 
symbol of relief She approached it, as she 
would the presence of a fiiend. The pale 
and dying countenance, the woe-bent head, 
the outspread arms, seemed to unite the 
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Mprtssioii oisidBeaniigmipTc^ed&ot^^ma^ 
giilar but. intdligiUe oomUnakicMi^ None 
can pitf bill t]io» who hare siifleredL ^He 
tjiat mifered, l^m^ tempted, isaUe to sue. 
Mor those liiat ace temjri^'' 
- A^Zaira gazed on this ifiguf e, it seemed 
to live» to i^>eak to her. Texts oiwmptxam 
rudied on her heart/ as ifwhispeEtd to. it 
hy the Deity. She appeared to.hear th^ee 
sounds issuing audibly from^ the liM^s lips 
rf the figure*-*^ Come xnOome, all y« that 
are weary and heavy 4aden/ and I will ^ve 
you rest.^' ^e ob^ed the caU thus edioed 
fiom the bottom of her heart ; ^b/e {Hrostou 
ted herself before the etoss. Her spimt 
was bowed down along with her body, as 
she exdaimed, " Oh, nrjr God f aeeept a 
he»t that has wimdered, but l<»igs to re- 
turn to its Saviour. Purify it, regenerate 
it, fill it with the love of you alc^ie^ Had 
it known no other but yours, it had never 
been almost broken. Let your Spilit de^ 
' scend on i*, and aid me to'struggle with 
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thai ma^r ^ whkh att ito ptAses have 
beat^ whieh bus bee» wm|^ iniita ireiy ^mt. 
You $kmBM^vtojiiiy of that pfaM^ wtedi 
smoftal ha&toalovigusiirpedj Vindmke 
it fioor youradf, and set me iiea Belhitr 
me kito the gl^oiui liberty of the <Mdim 
of God, unooiuieioas of any presttce, inoa- 
pable ai adiAAtting aay image, but your^; 
^dead to the worldf and absorbed in God 

Bu^ though date uttered these wcdb, it 
aeemed as if some imier windiiig of her 
treac^MKmaheart was disposed to famvwhcie 
the imi^ of €3mAm rested^ and defied the 
IKraw^venc^heayim todisplaeefaim^ It 
seemed to h» an if i^ dreaded lest her own 
pcayeM should he heard; and tliat if the 
Heiiy had that momeni affes^ to eflhoe 
tibat wage for erw from her soul, to mdce 
it as the iseageciane she. had never aeeo^ 
xxr seenal^t'wyawitiiindifierGneer she would 
Jbave dmudi from the edBBsr, and impk»«d 
any other infliction at his hands. 

VOL. III. K 
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The discovery of this self-betraying Axt- 
plidty, this treadiery of the heart, at a mo- 
ment when she believed hersdf all-sincere, 
flmig her into an agony — she groveUed at 
the £3ot of the cross—- she pressed her bosom 
to the cold earth, as if crashing ha* heart 
could change it — she inwardly petitioned 
the mercy of God, with groanings that can- 
not be uttered. — Alas! this paroxysm of 
feeling had nothing in alliance with that 
broken and contrite state of heart, which 
we are told God will not despise ; it was 
the agony of those who love, not the " de- 
wre of sudi as be sorrowfiil.'* — She had 
sought God in the whirlwind and the earth- 
quake, but God was not there. 

The exhaustion of h^ feelings 1^ their 
own v^emence was the only rdlief she ex- 
perienced. She waited prostrate xm the 
ground for the answer of heaven— die wait- 
ed for some dawning of light on her soul— - 
some smile fix>m the divine countamnce— 
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fiome fiattering of the dove, as his wings, 
outspread in leaven, prepared to descend 
on her soul. — ^ There was no v<Mce, nor any 
Aat answered." 

It is not thus God is to be sought, or, 
perhaps, he only hides himself to teach us 
the necessity of absolute dependence, and 
cepsdess prayer. He is a God that waitedi 
io be gracious ; but he; re^piires also that 
we should wait fyr him. ' 

Zaira rose stuj^ed^ dried up, heart, and 
«oul, and brain-— something hostile, sullen, 
and indurated, bound up in the very ccnre 
o( her feelings. She felt as: if she had been 
vepulsed, spumed fixim the fbc^stool of the 
Almighty. She retired slowly, gazing on 
t^e crucifix with the dry eye of despair ; 
her lips moved, and she uttered sounds that 
seemed to issue from ihem, akiK>st .without 
bw bdng ccmseious of than. 5' There is 
no mercy for me there,'' said she, her eyes 
Jxed on the cross; 'V those arms are ex- 
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tended to em1mu[*e ail the .irorid- but im ; 
^»t heftd WB9 crowned wHii thoms^Mt ftr 
me; not a drop of that tio6d ei^ei^ BtwaoiL 
^forme; I amexdudedforevei'; Ikw^ 
no lawfyr GcArist my heaift, cr I never 
ebutd hare kyred^ nM»?tal so wdL ^Ol^opf 
God r i^e oried, btMting into w iiiomll^^^ 
able* agcHTf of tear# ; *^ o^ my Gdd f ^Mglf^ 
m^ Wheniwa8lmp]^lbeli«9«^.tel%j^ 
and love to be the iMMe tbiti^'j I'imagiMd 
tliM^ ki woKAii{ipmgt llmfl; "pacSt^ bt^iag, ^ 
irai» paykig'flie most aeeeptalAd^liMiege te 
iDP|^ Crealt(»< V I' locked on him a& yiAicC!a({^ 
tft» im^ ^ Ifito ^v(p9io k lopt^^^ 
image^oii^ to be r^Ae^l^livli^ ortMfiiiQttt. 
liiave been deeeived-^^ b#(% beeivifi^i^:, 
pevhaps. My Godi myCdt? aee^ta bft^- 
k^tt heartj; and faeal it*' 

;Again s^.pMMMti9d>b^ra^ 
crw^fci,— agaki^ wl^ te«B«^ANit<iMtBed' to 
^itAi ^m hep h«art^ wltb^ miivaI($ClM4;b«t 
aImiM!ft^tteefitte&ed h^r n^^&nm^sh^imfii^ 
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MiiGod to itufiMe a aentinwiiiaf fteeoe bkto 
her'fiettt* Slie was too anxious to -passim- 
madiotdy ^m one state of strong esuati^ 
ment to anotha*. ^ She knew that there jorast 
be^dations,pirelitojauHy Btep^ patnf|il,btit 
neoesssuy to he trod, imt she had not pa^ 
tietioe to tread them. She wsdisd^ fitan a^ 
devoted lover, to become a devoted idi^ 
gionistin a moment^— it is not to he dene 
m a m&menf. IBhe oooid not do what no 
mortal «uft do, pass fixmi ti« daspe9?ate:fimip^ 
^ of earthly love to t^ ^ passion of im- 
tB€*tals.'^ She ^xmld not wmain in the 
Ks^Pway -house <^ hopeM tranquility, like 
IShkstiana^ in -tJiie Pilgrim's Progress, wait- 
ixig at ihe Interpireter^s house fin* a gitiefi^. . 
Br^aflM state! when tsason ferbids the 
only resource which the human mind in 
these ten^le vadlktions impericmsly de- 
numds. 

Bhe was too rational for superstition, the 
necessary intermediate stage in suda. a case 
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witli such ft mmd,-^the stupifying opkte 
tiiat was to ]^rocure slumba between the 
transition irom one feverish state to an- 
other. Deserted by her earthly love, re- 
jected, as she bdieved, by God, she stood 
for a moment reeling in body and mkid, 
on the predpice betweai time and eter- 
nity. It was the Zorat ardi, a hair« 
Inreadth's space, and hell beneath it. The 
evil power prevailed ;*-«-6he turned away 
from the cross ;-— a bmning rigour, like that 
of ircm heated red4iot, seemed to pervade 
her whole frame. She felt as if she could 
sustain the h(»Tors q£ penal eternity that 
moment. She could not long support tins 
pretanatural ^* harrowing up.*' Tlie mw- 
tal instrument was wound beyond its pitdi 
and beyond its powars ; the strings enured 
in the effort She fell to the ground;—- 
she was found there the next morning by 
Delphine, who had quitted the house at an 
early hour in seardi of her, hearing from 
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Iier attendants she was not in her ajpart- 

ment. ^e was found stretched on the 

earth, drenched in her^cdld tears, odder 

than the dew tiliat drendied her garments 

from head to . foot Th^ bore her to 

lier apartmait, but for several days she 

was vary ill, and even deranged Her 

intdlects (those intellects so powerful, so 

worshipped) were sunk bdow in&ncy, were 

as wild and weak as dptage. Hie strug^ 

of rdigion and love was obvioudy predo- 

joiinant in the wanderings of her intdlect. 

Strange abd rich fragments might be pidc* 

ed up amid the bunungruin, as the coaBa^ 

Ration of Corinth produoed the extxaot^ 

nary metalline smBig^mgtion known by 

the name of Corinthian brass* She called 

for the cross, and Madame St Maur, who^ 

since the return, of the Bourbons, had be* 

€X>me une tres bwne C^atboUque, acquired 

for a crucifix imwig the secants, Chie 

was produced. ^' Hdid it netur me^* cried 
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Am; ^letfthe kibod^^bN^tm mev^-^me 
d*op will pifirtfy mj hewt. They held If 
dine to her, then die mi8to^the%uM en 
the CKM for <jhftt <»f De Oewcy ^'^-filie k^ 
<d in that egotiy of devotiim vrhkb love 
pnduow ' iffhen imngled with the seirta- 
ments of religion. It vms firi^tfol to eee 
hflr;-«»4ttvoiie time die imi^bml ittopn^ 
ftrher M'the Mpresentfttive of Cfaiist-^at 
MDthei^^iAe pxagr^ed to k es iihe wu^ of 

^^Ods-fhonift^ depwmtiicm of tlm ima- 
gitwdoik fl^deep and ^sidien ^eritn sttceeeded. 
MidMne ^t M ainr vrm 'with her eonstan^^ 
faHtaNNitd^ searce eirer get a word from ha:. 
Her Aver* was gone, but her mind evi- 
AentlywMoyerdottded. One'daylSiatMa- 
dame 3t Maur was Mnient fer a ^hort time 
en: a visit, ahe wdd^y* ordered 4ier car- 
fiag^'andt atoned to be conveyed haek to 
har'hoiMie ki Bark. Her servants trembled 
while they obi^ed her. 
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'Ste'ii^stodagr Madame St Ifaor got « 
ktberfrmn'^lier; 9fritkeD with a tremUkig 
liua,^ and m teoken sentwoes ; part of it 

^ Do notiK asigrj 'with me, B>dl^Rne, for 

flying flxMn your si^t ; the. very feeling*. 

that rendered me incapable of bearing the 

sight of a fiiend, is a snffident punishment 

for any offence. How altered I must be 

iniienitfae testtmoaies of. your kindotssare 

as > Itetluie Ii^ananb Ibngar obdurt l-^-^ifettt 

Gm ]flffiftding/ that bbHid^Gn the fc^^ 

doeapfeT-Hisbi mif&eikA^iibaA^ separates nme 

far ^v« from my Apedes. A'wcaA of kind^ 

iiiesd staiiB me: more itlian* the most cniei^ 

insult ; ^ it is thentost ctfuel of all mflohsV :I 

adc myikdf, wiryam I thus ^capidble i^ fan* . 

spiring Bf£etsti(m in eir^ry heart, : Init ^Ae 

oidy one^in Hie wcnid in wMdi mine, is 

bMuid up? why am I modced r^^fti^'^offl^ : 

of kindness &on»vofliers ? *1^hi^ps the Int^ 

tieDest ingvedlent ;in my cup is, .timt tfrie»d«» 

K 2 
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diip itself irritates me. I cune my own in- 
gratitude, yet I cannot be grateAiL When 
he left me, he took away the jewek of fflQU 
yer and of gold, and when I aii;empt tofi^^ 
low him, ttie wave* dose ov« me. 



^^ Had he left me one single source of 
feding to substitute in the >place of that of 
which he deprived me, I could have par* 
doned him ; but he has deprived my heart 
of all sensibility but that of pain. It is ki 
vain I attempt to generate a sentnnent rf 
rel%ion in my souL I tiy in vain:to pe- 
ndrate the cause c^ the sufferings that op- 
press me. In my jnrosperity I neva* ne- 
glected the poor, or the unhappy { but iper- 
haps I did not act from that feeling of pure 
devotion to God whidi he requires ; p»- 
haps it was only the gratification of my 
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own benevolenoe I sought. I have not the 
courage now to enquire mto this. 



** I may ultimately obtain some rdief 
from assisting the unhappy ; it is the only 
filings that appears to lighten the burden 
of my heart at tin^& I vittt the hospital^ 
I relieTe di the powl hear (^. May not 
this at some period bring me nearer to 
€}od? 

** Pray for me, Delphine,— alas, the 
prayers of the happy have little uncticm ! 
Fray, however, that I may be kqpt fixxn 
despail*. My portion must be religion^ 
or^* 



Immediately on the receipt of this letter, 
Madame St Maur set out for Paris; on 
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hetmmvA At finiBdZtim mi^^Mt; ^die. 
had gone to a lecmrettt Mt wtm Htlle •dis-. 
tance from Paris. She had at this time an 
idea of taking the veil, and she miderstood 
that this convent was remarkable for the 
Mktn&»^ it» disdpfiiie fl&d its »ai|n«s.. 
^fib mtlcb the betto;," s^td Zmato lier- 
adf; ^ tiMr >^baideni]ig lnAid^ce m^ m 
tiibii^^atali andtMtposefiae; loM^^gixHir^ 
awrhanical JBiigg^cf tudaito wd of dutimt a 
b*ii^ i^t perfenM its •ftmetMM 1»y tb^ 
sound of a bell — a wreath hung on a gtave 
towitlier^tibflBe,'' 

^£fae famred at the eon^mt^'-Oy&t ike 
gate WM the iMcriptioB cqpbd Stma tfae 
iPKt^Rofy al canrent ; on ^e oirtside of iik^^ 
**Time is before thee;" on the inside— 
** Time is for ever behind thee." Zaira 
gazed on this long. Tlie superior was 
engaged, and while waiting for her, she 
undked sp «]id down a g^^ leading 
to the chapdi^ (this :raoti^ pain had tern- 
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d^ed habkual to Aa^;) an old wan came 
ottt 0f the ^^9 "and .«tood ^dbservUigfaer. 
There was a singidar^cmtnist between their 
Bff^ofeB ; ZaiM% yvhxMie beauty was jret un- 
faded, but whose features had the expies^ 
mwk of deisypain and 4te ^old ^religieuae^ u» 
whose cahn demeaaour, rgeA {4aaid paUid 
aqpeetf tb^e was not a txftoe of human -feel- y 
iq^ » ofiluunan siiffieeu^. She stood a 
eomplete exemplar of the aauhOating ef- 
fect 'of moBastids]iA*--4oppid9 obtose, self- 
oontracted, self-mffioed, witiiout msima- 
leiice cdfrkindiiess, pleasure or pain, love or 
grief. Zaira, the besutifiil, the intellectual 
T^mnLf^gBi^zeA on her wi& envy. ^How 
li&ng ha^e yon Eved here ?" said she. 

•* SoloQgthat I have lost every trace of 
my former existence." 

" iiad you iHeeds^in the worfd ?" 

'' I had, !but they ai^ dead" 

" While they lived, it must have given 
you pleasure to see thena at the grate, or in 
the parloiu* ?'* 



/ 
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** It did at &st^ a little ; but as I lost my 
recollection of tUe woild, they began to seg- 
pear to me like strangers.'' 

«* Your life must then be very monoto- 
nous?" 

•* 80 much the better ; that tranquillizes*" 

** Have you any books ?** 

** None, but what are necessary for my 
duties. The superior, I have heard; hsiB 
books; I never enquired." 

** In Iftis deep retirement you must bavc 
cultivated some resources for whidi you 
have such leisure. Do you love music 7^ 

•• Yes, in the choir." 

** Has it no charms but in the dioir ?" 

" I have never tned. I believe I am 
pleased with the sound rather froxa habit 
than any thing else, for, except fix)m the 
words, I should not know the difieience 
between the De Profundis and Ae Veni 
Creator Spiritus." 

'* Aie you fond <^ painting T" j 
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^ There is a very fine painting over the 
altar of the chapel, I have been told; I 
don't know ; I am as well pleased with the 
wood-cuts in Hie Me of St Francis Xjtvier.'* 
- ** Have you never sought to employ your 
heart ? have you no fevourites among the 
listers } have you no animal wh(»n you ca* 
i^9» ? when your affections overflow within 
your bosom, what venl^ what modeof «[« 
pressicm do you adopt ?" 

The nun stared up in her fece with an 
^pression of such perfect apathy-— such in- 
accessibility of heart ; her oountenanee said 
so plainly, ** What new language is this in 
which I am addressed ?" that Zqira jfelt in 
a m<»iient die was answered. 

" Your time must be very much unoct 
cupied," said Zaira, pursuing this hopeless 
enquiry, for miisay made her very inqui* 
sitive; ** how do you employ your lei- 
sure?" • • 

" Leisure! my duties leave me very lit- 
1 
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joa everimoiMi Aqpi^iiifiss ?" 

^ i hant wMMo&SL pepQe," sc^ tiie tIMi 
mxa; xrenang ^ic mpI£ "^ fiaw ytsu miy 
•tiler tqitAtiotts tor adL ?^ 

*^ None,^ said Zidte. ^I Aar I haire^ 

^Kottrt;d[l,'*saidiheddtiim. ^^I prajr 
<Sbd to ghre y^ittrpeace.^ 

^^HkiTe 3rou etar kitoilnri' hap^nete ?!" 
flttid :i&ira, r€baiheh%. 

<^ I have alwirfs^iMrvm peae^'^ said tiiie 

^A^idifese words i&iira tokied: away * tears 
of 4iie bitterest anguish, -Hu^ pride>: 

ran: fast down her cheeks ;' she had no mt* 
ness of her agony ; the old nun had gone 
away, ^KMi/myfibd !" Aeinxefl,^*«ie&ese 
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beuigs^deseorated of their YnmsBSDOtj-^imart 
-«.«of the dmnity of reason of /iflOM^—^e ob- 
jects of your exdusive fiivonr? Mmt<¥Fe 
beocHne "^ tempos <^the Holy <3l»Mr toAj 
>]7 eeaab)^ to becmne r^eeptoc^ of a tiii&k- 
ing 8{)iirit? Do yoa, indeed^ iiequife for 
your 8er?iee such beings^ in inference to 
iiitdligent«ottIs tbat kyve knowledge^' tjiat 
hfffe dared to penetmte tbe seo^ets of tibe 
intellectual world, and to extract 6om the 
odti^MitioQi of the arts ft few flowers to 
SQidter ovier tlie ^cbsMTt ^ Me? Will you 
reject such because they have expanded 
diriBeuities you ga^e IJhiem ? DcNesit please 
you that they should rema^ contracted 
»id wilAiered ? Was tibsat wonderfiil imd 
admiradbie iresieU tlie soul— 4liat ^ iMp of 
Heaven l*" eoiisfaracted only to lie rottuig 
en the spot where it was launched ? Never 
toispread its sails on a voyage of discovery, 
to travarse the intellectual deep, and touch 
at the isles of tight r 
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I^e went awaj without seeing the mipe* 
rior ; this sp^dmen of conventual life was 
enough for her. She tried to form a sys- 
tem for hersdf; it was composed very much 
of austaities, penances, and painlul aets 
(^charity; viating the most iMiteome 
states of disease ; viewing the ndced def«- 
mity of poverty, more loatbsome than dk* 
ease ; holding herself down to the picture 
of the moral cancer of evil eating into the 
core of life, and mdtuig the fair ftioe ^f 
things into a featureless and festering mi^ 
cf corrupti<»« . 

This may he. called ihe ns^ural religicm 
e£ the unhappy* The idea of atonement is 
indissolubly connected with that of suffer- 
ing, of which we always suspect some un- 
known ofifenoe to be the causey and thus 
we punish ourselves merely for beiii^ ua- 
h^ppy^t An atonemait must be made either 
^ us^ or by U8; luid those wIk> have not 
been taught to look to Calvary, or have 
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looked, and in that pride tuned away, 
iavLBt construet a kkid of substitute out of 
Hieir own sufferkigB. ^o this she attempt* 
ed to add a theology of her own ; it was 
more inquisitive, daHng, and autocmthre 
liian catboGcism; nK»e full o£ exterior 
forms, self-infliction, and '^voluntary fau* 
mility," than the reformed religicm; its 
spectilatiye part veiled very mudi towaid 
Calvinism ; its outward towards fopery ; 
for her imagination dictated even in reli- 
gion, and it was gratified by combining Ihe 
amHtious and exclusive theory of Cahrin, 
(which may be said to esti^Ush a kind of 
refigious dristocraoy,) with the meretrici- 
ous and atteactive extmor of Catholicism* 
' Madame 8t Maur in vdn tried to dis- 
suade her fiom the rigours ^ imposed on 
herself, under the influence of her new hat- 
bits. She went on with desperate and 
fruitless perseverance. When we become 
the objects of vaigeanee to ourselves, (and 
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mikM stele of ntod hf» Jtfen;) ^tiiere kmo 
vk^dnt iriMMD we ipuiuib wilk lame seve^ 
ntf. We «iB feigive Any tUag that.bM 
teeiirwd- w» see»er tbons<mr' qwh limrtBL. 
aheMv !»» doMpesoTi xi#(4tMfiofiki^ 
bot'jMftdame StMettT} sbeneMer'iead^ if 
her hand tottdied a boek «Qci4«»tallj,4A)e 
wtthdwir it M if er aacpent Hung ber ; .imi^ 
sfe^wiMtlie left Amg ebe j-^Hiqui^bed ; d» 
s|ie:i^bi0ed, intb het own hendis^ tbe;eQv<^^ 
ii;^ en her liarpr>«fiw^ /# <fe ff^inewil, a few 
te«As4rbptfit»ii her eyes. Solnt^iffe^ms 
fbe^Hdn <^her heart at Hik BKHiient, that 
slffi Aid not vnfe theBEi dway ; she was not; 
coDBdmifl that she wq?t^ Those are wry 
bittar tears whkb we fevget to dry* 

jCaidosnea^ odaen and ^mirly ^^Ikd for> 
admittance now ; he had overdone hiss <iwu 
n^tadmtf; his purpose bad 

" O'erleapt itself; and fall'n on t'other side." ' 

He had sou^t to make her an atlsdffilt, and 
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hii^Md Mv<s»li« into tte la^ 

-xi^ misanthroj^cal reUgioiKr-^-a. ro^wk. all 

pains ^nd penalties, all g^fletii^iieve^ and 

fitetror kei^eAfter. Lilietiie80i«ere«srin1i«ft 

Oia^TtMaaxent, Ketttdattatipted ta aboir 

Ma art, ^d call «rp tbe deltiamM ^Mt wail- 

1&3L Oft hkpoMii^ ; but a more potent spo^ 

answered the kivooataoni asid eoaldihe havfe 

"behelit the present state of hia inetia^ he 

i«mild^ fflce^M sofe^peat^ haire^ varied ^Att 

Ifbif ftaai^ a« ^ apfMritidtt ^ haA 

^1^ nased. Of -ifliis meaiV Tety.Tui 

^^tan Itivin^Me^liairRir; ^leliadjt'ai^ 

ctet fteiirtg, ^liOi-to Cardoiineoiii^ ayvteiti 

she must come at last^ and this tbiMmirt 

inevep oc^netrred 1^^ti«»>ix^d, witlidiit' M- 

Tfig it witii #fe txKMt \d^Mdftfl agitatMk. 

like aniBials cA a stalie df ftUMtnatiofi^^lHr 

mind ^seemed- to apprmdi "^lis- potet wHb 

a vdedfy, tke greater iA j^ropi^rtkai to 

ihe' horror w^ iivtii^ she' oaatemplitted 

it. Caritoimeini was the ol^ ^ hiar k<- 

4 
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vincible aUiorraice; she traDaUed -when 
she heard his knock at the dom*, which slut 
distinctly recognized from that of any other 
parson; she thought her servants never 
could dcsiy har %t a|ou|^. It appeared 
as if excluding his person was a kind of 
protecticm against the infection of his sjs- 
teuL She felt almost in the sts^ of tibose 
who ate said to have made a compact with 
the evil spirit, and wha dread eveiy xno- 
Btant his coming to daim the fiilfihnent of 
his bond—** Not yet, not yet,** she re- 
peated to herself, as Gardonneau reluctant- 
ly quitted her door-r-** my time is n^ yet 
^Dome.** 

The time was cojoaing. socH^er than die 
bdieved. One day she returned home ear- 
lier than usual ; there was a peculiar ex- 
pressicm in ha: countenance that rivetted 
the attrition of Madame St Maur in a mo- 
ment ; there wi© less of grief, and more of 
resoluti(m and.calnmess than usual ; but it 
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v^BB that kind of resolution and lalmiicM, 
to whidi Madame St Maur would have pre- 
ferred the most 0ightM exfpresnon of pes- 

*^ I can Ho longer," she said, in a deep, 
koUow, but firmtOTe,-*-** I can no longer 
support this §|(isfe.R!e^I cannot mske my"*- 
€clf religious-^l^ishflriot^ereate the love of 
God in my soul — my heart is stone — my 
oonsci^nee is seb^@d-*^he h^i^n above mfe, 
is bra8% and the eaifh breath iron* i^^ 
eursed with a cUrse— not one being, ds- 
vine or human, in the illimitable creation^ 
can touch my heart with a sentiment of 
affection. It is in vain," said die, answering 
Madiune St Maur's look of appeal ; *' it 
is in vain — ^I have made the experiment 
with all the powers of my nature-^I have 
grown to the pavement with my knees — 
I have dung to the cross with tlie arms 
of my soul — ^not a beam of light has Mien 
on me— 'not a whisper of hope has r^iched 
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me. I am ihe tmwatored fleocc >« I vui a 
.fotmtain 8eale^**I am tiierock from wlikb 
not ev w the aim of the pn^phet cftn Ixi^ 
one drop of water. I pray, and my wordB 
axe an meghaniful I receive n^ answar 
even fi»m my own heart. I read the Bible, 
and when I have done, I shut it as a book 
whose language has no meaning for me. I 
exhaust myself on works of charity; but 
they have no diarms for me* I am gJad 
when I have been the means of remefvmg 
phydcal pain ; but when mcptasil suiSeriags 
are iqx>kai of I shudder, from my inci^ 
<4ty» either to S3rmpathise with or eonook 
them* I tremible at the blessings of tlidr 
gratitude;; ttey wish me healdi imd liong 
l ife . lM ff fi^rlcMunotBUfip0!±ikia$4 Thw 
blessings are curses-*-! eannot siuppcrt tins 
exist^ice. i cannot love God, iflnd. man 
will not love me* What Iwre I to do wifii 
Itfe aay long^ !^---«ay laiM^ jpesoim^ ia 
She paused jHime 4«tt« i but Madamej St 



d by Google 



WOMEN. 241 

Maur, who felt nothing but a wild sensa- 
tion of terr(»r» did not, and could not aiir 
swer her. 

" Delphine,** said Zaiia, " my dear DeU 
]^hine,I am happy in announdngto you, that 
your toils are nearly concluded. To watdi 
the wandmngs of a distracted s^brit, is worse, 
perhaps, tiian to feel them. I dismiss you 
£rom your painfid, horriUe attendance. I 
call to you confidently, as a traveller does 
to a guide of whom he has need no longar. 
You may lay down your tordi, I cannot 
isee by its light ; the rest of my journey 
must be past in darkness. I have to tra- 
vel the valley of the shadow of death ; that 
is a path that must be trod alone." 

She paused again — Madame St Maur's 
vague look spoke distress, but not intelli- 
gence. 

" I must die,** said Zaira ; ** Do you 
understand me now, Ddphine ? I speak 
thus merely to save you and my fiienda tiie 
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task of vindicating my memory. I do not 
^iXA ttcfOi a rash impulse ; I am not mad ; 
no erne need bring in their verdict, lunacy, 
(as they say in England ;) I am determined 
on dyingr— while I retain my will and my 
reason, no one can pretend to controid me 
I am sane and sensible, I wiU procure for 
myself the easiest means of death ; but if I 
am opposed, I cannot answer for my not 
having recourse to those horrible modesr 
that will disfigiure my body, leave an im* 
peadunent on my conscience, and the eter- 
nal burden on that of my friends, of ha- 
ving precipitated that which they could not 
prevent." 

Madame St Maur was no fit auditor for 
mich a communication — ^her knowledge was 
<^onfined to this life only, of which she was 
no bad judge, but she could not be an ar- 
obiter in the crisis of destiny — she could not 
hold4;he balance with a steady hand where 
mdoide was weighed against despair ; her 
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liand trembled and dropt the scales on this 
entiergency-'^sfae had lost the power of 
soothing Zaira; she never had the pow» 
of controuling her. In the struggle be- 
tween her terrors and her affection, she feU 
into strong fits, and when she recovered, 
as a last resource, wrote to Viosmenil tb 
come to Paris instantly to her assistance. 

The generous sensible Viosmenil came, 
but all assistance was too late. Zaira had 
tbought, and would think, for herself. She 
had shut herself up with some books ; Ae 
did not tell what they were, but she read 
them incessantly. She scarce evar spoke to 
Viosmenil or Madame St Maur, but th^ 
read ha: terrible purpose in her &ce, cha- 
racterized by the indelible lines of thought-- 
M despair^--jDe/>&«rieite ffkri^^ The 

tears of these generous friaids burst forth 
inyolimtarily when they thought of this 
brilliant, benevolent, happy being, who 
ha^ seeiued more like a visioa that ho- 
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weeeA in a poetic imagination^ th«i a 
ture that walked this dry stmle earth of 
ours* who had nevar been $een hut to daz- 
zle, never qpoke but to chann ; this ^cAo^ 
^f il«c A^^iTu, with tenf(dd the chamia of 
the &hled oestus, so suddenly &llen into 
the sere, the ydlow lea^— so withered, 
irritable, inaccessible, repelling, praafyzed 
in mind, ^fitte in heart. They spoke of 
heat according to their different modes of 
fteling, (in which, howev^, thexe was a 
mmeprdia disoars.) 

^ Oh, wha|; a woman lost to society T 
tried Delphine 

<* CHi, what a noble creature lost to life T 
said y iosmaiiL 

As they yirere speaking, Zfdra ^it^nsd, 
and instantly b^an to address Viosmenfl 
on the subject that occu{Hed har mind, as 
if its suggestions were incontroUaUe, as if 
she was the organ of a spirit whose im- 
pulses she ccHildnot resist '' I have hem 
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astomshed^'V said she, *^ «t my owb weak- 
ness. When one ia determined on ike 
greatest of all rii^s, it seems a nuseraUe 
pusiUanimitf to deliberate cm the meatus 
Yet why should 1 conceal it ? I wish to 
die by the easiest means, by means that 
wiU not convulse my firame, or des^\)y toy 
t^Lsoti ; tet life be as wretched as it may, 
su<^ a deatii is very horrible. I would not 
terr£Qr my £^ends m my last moments, (^ 
l^ave my image distoited 6n theii^ mmno* 
Ae». t wish to die calmly, in the ftiH pds^ 
session (if possible) of my fiiculties ; their 
possession at that moment would be a e^^ 
sdsftion to me, though their consciousness 
now is an incessant torment. If I could 
discover such a means of death, I would 
die to-nighi." 

The firmness of her voice in speaking 
these words left them little doubt of the 
Strength ctf her resolution. Viosmenil ea- 
g^ly grasped at the hope whidi this hesl 
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tatioD about the means seemed to suggest. 
He spoke of a sdf-inflicted deatli1)eing ne- 
cessarily violent ; and even that, l^ the ope- 
ntion of laudaiuun, which is supposed the 
easiest, is often repdled by the constatu- 
tion, and produces the severest sufferings 
l^ithout causing death. He observed also 
of suicides, that their features are known 
to retain, beside the traces of bodily agony^ 
a peculiar expression of convulsive rduc- 
tance, of posthumaue repentance, if it may 
be so called, that seemed to indicate a 
change of sentiment when all change was 
become fruitless. He added too, as a well- 
known fact, that in the cases of those who 
had been prevented Jrom meditated suicide, 
or recovered after the attempt, not one in one 
thousand had eter made it agaihi He left 
this strong fact to sink into Zaira's mind 
without a cpmment. 

. That night she passed in tiie study of 
the classical authors, whom she supposed 
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Bkely to sadsfy her mind by argument^ or 
confirm her resolution by examples of the 
step she meditated. There were mou^ 
<^ both to animate her to desperatiim. It 
was a singular iq[>ectaele — ^a human being 
^n the verge of human existence is an aw- 
ful object to its fellow-creatures — it is a 
sight so rarely witnessed, except by those 
whose fedings are paralyzed by grief, or 
eallous fixjon habit, that there have been 
persons who have sought to gratify their 
fearfid curiosity by witnessing public exe-. 
eutions, by seeing men brought to the brink 
of die grave without disease, or any of the 
ordinary mean8ofdeath,and passingthrough 
the tremendous diange in the presence of 
multitudes— midtitudes who must partake 
that change with them in the stillness and 
darkness of die domestic chamber of death. 
Still more awful, cai»inly more interesting, 
is the spectade of a bdng brou^t to that 
state by its own choice, and becoming itself 
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its own executioner, aU personal s&ml^ 
lity annihilated, and the sufferers infli<;tii^ 
on themsdves all they could have Jfeared 
or shunned fircmi the persecuticm of a men- 
tal ^lemy. In Zaira's case there was evaty I 
aggravation. Youth and beauty seem at 
perpetual war with death ; they have not an 
image in common. Wealth se^oG^ to defy 
the vicissitudes of nu»rtality, and to be al- 
ways sufficient for its own ei^ymenf;, as 
kmg as its duraticm is protracted; md g^ 
nittSi always eminent in time, and aspiring 
after eternity, appears to be still more inde* 
pendent of the transition. It has a power 
of assimilating itself to both wodds ; it 
seems scarce a resid^it of earth whfle on 
earth; its communications are even here 
extended to futurity. Yet, in the posses- 
sion of youth and beauty, and genius and 
affluenee, Zaka sat meditating death, as if 
tkm was one to whcxn the want of all these 
aceeftsories of existence had left no other si- 
temative. 
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To tiie pnnto!' or tite philoicyi^Aier^ fo the 
l&irmt ctf tte picturesque or tiie terrible, hor 
fig^ird and eiii;d)oyBi^t that tiight ^^sent* 
ed a strangb ahd-ftttful contrmt H« 
i^^l^idid a|>artiheiit^ ber bemity, tlie book% 
Odntaiiiii^ ail the wealtll ^ antiquity^ that 
tr^re scattered round her, fimned a singular 
optKmtion to the t^kriUe purptNle that filled 
lot soul while she sat there. It seemed a 
kitid of luxurious reception fdr death ; a 
d^anceof his tetropf^ like that Whidi Juan, 
at }&B imgiuficent banquet, prepares for the 
spiistre whcnn he expects to me6t hun there, 
a^ read long, but without any fixed Meas ; 
she read rather to eocfirm h^ own tcBtir 
xk^n% than tb add to them; she was b6* 
ycmd atgument, die mught fi^ support 

the images of Cat<^ Brutui^ and Fohki, 
stm^ most on her imagHiatfon^-<4hey had 
not been hunfed otttr 6f life by indirect <»r 
igtioUe nMan»^1hey had perished by their 
own h«idi^ b«t not und^ ^ |K>wer <^^ml 
h9 
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and degraded pasrimis-^^ey miglit h^lte 
been wrong, but they were not debased 
Her imaginalion stOl prevaited, and sh^ 
dwdt long on tiie death of Brutus, mnaioun- 
oed by a phantom, appewuig with sndsL 
mysterious solemnity in the shadowy dark- 
ness of the tmt where the warlike philoso^ 
pher sat studying alone at midniglrt ; — then 
she reverted to the death-scene, after the 
loss of Philippi — ^night — ^the scattered at- 
tendants — ^the rock against which he lean* 
ed— the sparkling sky aet which he gazed^-^ 
the apostrophe to virtue, containing par^ 
haps too much reproach, but indicating 
complete indep^idence of spirit in 1^ 
midst of suffering, and on the verge of 
death ;-*a]l this at once Ottered bar ima- 
gination and her pride ; it comlnned a &lse 
confidence in human power, with a deli- 
ei6us reminiscence of those objects of na- 
ture, that are not usually the aceompBOu- 
nents of a dying hour. She coiild have 
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died, tf^re. To carry 9n unabated resolu* 
tkm to the veitge of eternity, has (^ten been 
the Jbt of saints and martyrs ; but it haa 
seldcmi beai tibeir lot to expire imder th^ 
glittering resplendency of a Grecian sky* 
The acopmpanying circumstances of their 
daalih are as stern and hard as the iron that 
tears th^ joints ; but when our souls, in 
parting, reflectthelu£d;reof the objects that 
siim>und us, and that are assimilated tQ 
^aieir loftiest ^notions ; when we breathe 
mxr last amid the glories of nature, and en* 
joy than to the last, our triumph is com- 
plete; it is but passing with an exalted 
tv^id from one ajmrtment of the creation 
to another more spacious. 

She contemplated the deaths of Antcmy 
and Qeopatra ; there was certaioly some- 
tiling in the situation of the latter that in^ 
terested her more than the &te of patriots 
and stoics. Cleopatra was a woman, tp 
whose lips the cup of joy and of grief had 
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been altenurtdy held, and who ted be» 
obmpdfed to drain boA to tite dregs. Sbe 
had been a queen, a beauty, and a genius^ 
itorounded by ail that k eann^tA or envi-^ 
iMe ; the nnstress of wettesA^fe ma§ta» of 
Ae world ; yet she died 1^ h^ own hsokd* 
Over this picture Zura paused Vke him la 
Terence, who, meditatnig a crime, etieo«u 
rages Mmself by the example of a god, 
She had remained so long idone this eftei^ 
ing, that Madame St Main* beeame ternfr^ 
ed; she went and knocked soiUy at Hk^ 
door, scarce expecting the answer of a Ha- 
ving voice. 

Zaira answered in ^ voice whose cakn^ 
ness surprised her. 

** May I enter ? may M. de Viosmenil 
enter then ?'* said Madame St Maur, in a 
tremUing voice, tor die had an indistinct 
consciousness, that where Viosmenil was 
admitted, there could be no danger. 

De Viosmenil, hardly waiting for p«^ 
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WiiMiOiH glidbd'in after lia^, "* I see,*; Mkl 
he, glancing at the booksi ^ I iee wh^ haye 

^TodiersatilZainw 
. ^ And wliat enoourageBmlt do tii^y give 

^11^ wnrtdied need little ebeoufage- 
CE^nt to invite tfaem to change their des* 
^ny/' 

^ If they are SUM the cluoige will bebe>» 
nefidal.^ 

'^ The best and wiaeit <rfaiitiqmty though 
so," said Zaira, in the false cot^denee of 
toe* late studies* 

^' They w<fe not Chns^^s," said Vioi« 
n^nil. 

"^ The Oeipel does n(A ferUd $^iiMt,'' 
said Zaira, starting at this ebservatioiL 

"^ The Gos^d does not &sr}M eithar |par- 
ridde or inqest m woids,"^ said Vfesmenil ; 
^ but it oondemns them im^eitly ; it ii 
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^ glory of Clirirtiamty tMat it is iiot> 
code, bat a spirit of laws." 

Zaira VTBB silent for soniie moments after 
these words ; but it appeared from the ex^ 
pression of har features, that the spirit was 
too strong to be cast out by words. 1^ 
made an immediate effort to pass to some 
other sulject The efibrt fioled. A Icmg 
i^ence followed. Viosma^iil had senae 
enough to lead^back to the sul^eet, and 
ifrge her to exhaust her mind on it; though 
a Frenchman, he merited to be an EngUek- 
man. He fdlt with Shakeppeaie^ '' give sw- 
row words.** 

Madame St Maur and he sat with bar 
tffl morning. They iejt, or they hoped, that 
if they could get her over this dreadftd night, 
all would be well, (just as if grief had any 
connection with time). 

Zaira spoke as odmly that ni^t as if she 
had sat it out only to afitertain her friends* 
7^ were delighted to hear her speak ; 
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Madame St Maur encaimiged W from ha. 
bit. Zdra's eloquence appeared to her like 
tiie repetition of some delightful music she 
had been long accustomed to hear. Vios^ 
memi urg&d her to speak fiom a stronger 
fe^ng ; he thought it less dangerous for a 
woman to speak than to aet ; but he wa^ 
much struck, as die spoke, by the remark- 
able diange in her expressioii, and still de- 
clares that itrteaces on his mem<»y wiU be 
ineffi^^eaUe. 

She seemed to have come from oonver* 
fling wilb the dead-^-i^e had been dtting as 
it were on the verge of mortality, and ask* 
ing the secrets of the future state — she had 
been grasping at the inbiibitants of the in- 
visiUe w<»ld, as they pasited in i^adowy 
array before her manory, and bidding thaQ 
tell thar name, as she wrei^ed wi& them 
in daikn^s^ The strength of her intellec- 
tual pow«, combined with the intenseness 
c^ her fedii^^ all working with painlul 
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tdl: to "^ dovMe tiie stormy cxpe/" and ftflf 
ofut a new oonunimieation witb utufisbovef * 
edworkh to^ererity of herpiii'pMe--MJiad^ 
wrought so 6n her extarkxr^ that the exptn^ 
mm of her figure and conntenanoe weir 
dianged as by ihe lapse of years. She was 
^settled and bent up;^ the rigour of her 
fip«nie» the bielttfalesa stHhiets of Iter tet^ 
tures, her rgylsn and immovmg eyes, bet 
hollow voice, tweaking always in one feejf^ 
made her appear already like one of thow 
whom she hastened to be amcmg* 

Viosmenil had come to reason wlQi her^ 
if idie was capable of reaimiing; but^awed 
and cArereome, he remmned only to^fitten* 

At kitervaU she said, << How little is' 
loiown of ftiturlty ? Fot how many agea 
was man contented with Ms ignorance of 
another worlds diou^ always wtnplaininy 
of this ? Antiquity supplies notliing but 
cmijeeture; conjecture pursued letiier m 
the exercise of jK»$on^ or th^ spoft of imitf 
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gitiation^ titoin m the hope of useftil and pi^ 
fitable discovery. The my thob^ of Hewer 
is very harren ; he j^resentsa trainof g^oonj 
-pk^Mtoms, restless and dissatisfied ; but his 
ideas ate ^teiimbered by mattar ; so^ per- 
haps, are the ideas ai all when turned to 
futurity. The purest of aU theok)gy min- 
gles music* among the enjoyments of hea- 
mm. Virgil knew more than Homar : the 
mardi of the human mind in the path of 
knowledge had already b^pn; yet faow 
littie more tha&Horaer has he told? Hk 
qpirtts in Mydom am mn^ aaortab ex- 
Mopt ftom parai thdr pursuits and j^eflBmrea 
are all tenestiial ; hb minstids still $k^ 
a&d his waition eKwdm heroic games^*-' 



Ihereis noGodtlmpe, whose presence oon^ 

I II II J II I I 0, ,m ^ m wf 1^1 > n — I ■■ II I 

« Vide lbs Book of Ite««hitt0D. 
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ititotes die bntitude of the depmrted, and 
but one shade of sentiment gives its ddi* 
CKNis j^ocnn to the picture— 



* Hie qttot Auvm amor cradili tabe perefll 
Sncred cslawi eatttty ^ ii^rvlM circum 
Sjlva t^t, cure non ipae ui morte relinqi 



Their philosophers knew as lit^ as tJnm 
jpoets ; — the Sommmm Seipkmkkhfm^jaifyil^ 
hut not demonstrative* Tha^ is notib^i^ 
sttkfactary, iM>thing profomnd in th^ s^m. 
^aits; they say nothii^ for the truth 
of winch they would have died. The great 
Jewish legii^dxxr does not make a fiituffe 
state tiie basis of his Ji^rstrai. Ofthetr^i^ 
lation of Enoch, (which might have led to 
its introductiosi), he qpesks in rbystetlous 
brevity, and without a comment In the 
irt^udy c^the hunuoi mind, we are perplexed 
with perpetual inconastepcies. The ins^fi- 
^Ability of dea^ e^q^ressed by tJieioUowers 

10 
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ef Mahomet must be ascribed to their fixed 

liellef of a Aiture state <^ hapfmess ; and 

Sartholinus, ' De Causis Contemptas Mor« 

las,' attributes the feariess hardilH)od of the 

northern warriors to the same motive. 

Doubtless it was suflSdently powerful ; yet 

the Greeks and Komans owed their stoi-* 

eijsm, their courage, and their magnanimity, 

to the very absence of this motire. Hie 

xhajorily of them knewnothing of a fbtoie 

state; theyhadnohc^, indieed; but they 

had also no fear. But, periiaps, a diH ar et tt^ 

creed was requisite for a rude band of myi« 

tary barbarians, and a polished and intdK- 

gent people. The Koran (»*1he!Edda would 

i^Tcr have done for a Plato or a Tadtoa* 

Thus, wherever I turn, all is darkness ; the. 

darkness of scqptickm, or the UindneM wi 

credulity. My feet stumble on the dark 

mountains; I seem to wander anumg tombs 

that all bear the inscriptkms put there by 

the living, but none of them containi^ 

intell^^ioe from the dead« One ^M^ 
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Ihe vemk of a sin^ BM>ttientf s resolution 
Untt tdl me more tJiati mortal am evtf 
kfiow. Were this the presumption of ca^ 
nofity ; were it the vain temerity c^ as 
Enpedodes^ I would be r&y guilty ; bat 
it 18 grie£«-grief (to whom our submit* 
skm is never vokintary) that cc»npds me^ 
and I hope God will forgive me. I>Qubt- 
lass, the Deity would not have left m&a for 
sa many ages under a £Ettal errar^ when it 
CQiddbesoearily reiiM>ved Thetranquik* 
lily wi& wladi ^ atidents diifted off the 
bmrthen of life, proves that man's natund 
CQSMicnoe does mot eooBider it a erime^ 
they had la^^ againat murder, and even 
agnnst ingratitude, but none agamst sni* 
code. This could not hi because the cri# 
tmnal was already beyond their readb ; fyt 
the puni^mient of a erime ss often visited 
on ik^ rdativesand descendants c^the guil* 
ty ; it must have been Aat th^. £d not 
consider it a crime. Their fearless itide» 
peiidaice of death strikes me as iaresBrtiUjr 
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pow€rM ovar the imagiimtion tt least 
^liey looked oa Bfe as something which 
tltey could lay down when they pleased. 
rKiiBsea cKssufdes Ms wife fiom suicide, b$^ 
eaum their doi^fkier wmU be l^ nmptro^ 
tected. He does not threaten her widi die 
VTTath of the Deity ;— do teitor waited on 
their dying hours. They considered death 
£iB tfa^ would my oHier naitufat e^ ; ttSkr 
ed of it with equal eahniiess, and oieoun- 
tered it widi perhaps greats resolution, be- 
cause its mflic^n was shorter. Deatii, of 
whidi Christianity, if it has not t»ught us 
terror, has cBlainly taught us oowaidiee, 
they viewed only as a oertain reftige fimn 
suffering, as an henounrible defiance of those 
erediiars^ihe heart wMch it has no king* 
the means to pay. T «fivy them tMs reck- 
lessness; I do net possess it Hie natioitr 
al creed has 



J grown with nay growth. 



And strengthened with my strength/ 
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.X omiiot defy, drnth sb lliejr haVe donc^ 
I loathe existence, but I dread futurity. 
.We are weak, luxurious, and depraved 
beings ; we are too .much dependait on so^ 
^ciety and its artificial modes. What a s^n<- 
aation does suicide produce amcmg us ! I^ 
an instance of it occurs, the &mily (if of anj 
eonfideration) are disgraced beyond ibc 
.power of mis&irtui^ to di^prace theni^ Had 
.the fmaoa been known, to die th^ yictini of 
. the most jNrofligate pursuits, the most loath- 
.SDnie^yioes,r*had he died by indies in the 
^si^t of his agoniaing &mily, in the hearts 
of whom the sight of his immedicaUe suf- 
£»in^ had sowed the seeds of thar own 
deaths, all would have been well— -the fune- 
ral would be conducted with due solem- 
nity^ and the eulogy of the departed pro- 
perly dedUdmed by the surviyors. But let 
that man be stated to have perished by his 
own hand, the sc^ie is changed at once. 
We know nothing of his motives, but we 
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know them by charity implidt to Imre 
been very bad, such as shut him out from 
sdl sympathy but the shuddering sympathy 
of horr0r^--sudi as condemn his fiunily to 
shame and sedusion — such as leave on the 
act ihe doubtful oonstixieticm, whetfaar it 
was perpetrated under the pressure of dis« 
tress or debt Singular confusion of the 
causes of lElutfmng arising fhmi the present 
coifti]^ticated state of society ! Thus we re*- 
duce to tbe same level, the internal fecdiiig 
of^be impossibility of rapporting existene^ 
ai^ the external want of the ^y sical means 
ctf its support In tihe polished creed of «r^ 
tifldal society, a broken heart, and tlie want 
of fifty louii^, constitute a similar assign^ 
ible cause fen* despair. Hie smcide is shud- 
dered ova*, mtarred ;«— we array ou]:8elves 
Sat a ball, and wonder at his impatience of 
life. This is ihe case only wi& the h^her 
dasses; beggars, it seems, may die with inu 
popi^. We hwr of tteir cteath, and h<^ 
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Aey have been driv m to suidde only fixmi 
poverty and dfqpair. This is a v«y par- 
verted state of feding. Christianity, by fijt 
ing our muids with the terrwsi of futurity, 
drives us to a sophisticated anxiety for life^ 
under all its evils, and cm any terms. L% ! 
life is aU we call for; we swallow it, find 
•v^T' drop poison, atid tldrst for more. 

'< There was nothing of this among the 
uBOckmU. We exclaim against the crusty 
of the Hindoos in expomig their in&mts to 
expire iabaskets suspended fiiom the trees ; 
at the Indkms, for leaving their dect^t 
parents to pmsh in the woods by &aiiie m 
by wild beaats ; at the Bomans, for sending 
tiieir ack slaves to pmsb in adesert islands 
But i& there €rM% matt this? Couldthe 
ndc, the aged, and ike mutilaledbepeiimtr 
ted to qieak tl^ language of nature to ua, 
tiiey would probably 8ay,-^Wa atevrretdir 
ed^ we aw h^less! Our e^dstenee ialaalb* 
some to oursdvea,. and butthensometo ywi* 
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We stand b^bfe you an example c^morta- 
Uty, and yet the disgust and wearineM 
which we ins^e, deprives yon of the bene> 
fit of the lesson^ — * Deliver us, and ddi^'W 
yourselves ; our lii^rmg exist^ice is suf- 
ficing to ourselves, and injury to you,— • 
Death will obtain ease for bodi.' 

" Thus they would apeak, if they were aL 
lowed to speak as trudi would urge them. 
Would we be injured if we listaied to Ihem^ 
if we dhninished the quaiitom of pain in 
life ? And diall we shrink to hear such lan«> 
guage from oursdlves, when our hearts im- 
p^»tivdy vitta* it to us in a tone tlmt will 
Bm<her be resistediiPorinisundenBtbod? I will 
not shrink, not anotha* day-*— yes, one day 
more I will, Ddphine, for 1 see y (»i weep— 
and you weep too, M. De Viosmenil-^-^sease 
—the tears of a man overcome me. JBe 
w^^i-^I have seen fais^tears ; but he wept to 
betray me to raisay, snd you weep to wit- 
ness into wlKtt mtsay he has plunged me. 

VOL. III. M ^ 
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There is a grest diffinrence, but flie fiig^t of 
teirs shed by men is honiUe to sue.; I 
would rather live under the dioppii^ of 
Ae Upas tree.^ 

Madame St Maur and Viosmenil wexe 
astonished. Fn»n the moment of De 
Courcy's departure she had never mention- 
ed his name<-*never alluded to him directly 
or indirectly ; now she spoke c^him — spoke 
]dainly of him. 3%ey did not Imow what 
to make of it ; but each aigued ixdcemally 
according to their different conceptions. 
Madame St Maur imagined that Zaira was 
resolved on life, because she spoke of her 
k>ver; Viosmenil believed that the m^^i- 
tion of his name could be drawn firom her 
l^art only in its last agcmies. Madame St 
Maur triunqdicd finally in the fuU pride of 
convicticm, for as she was retiring, Zdm^ 
saidtojieir, ''If I coutdbutonceutterUb 
mane— if I could heave from the bottom of 
my heart ihe weight that lies ib&ct, I might 
-ed reli^. I will tiy to mingle, his name 
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in my pvayeis, for I pray still," said die, 
grasping the hand of Delphine in hars, and 
enforcing the pressure to convince her of 
the truth of her assertion; ^^ and perhaps 
God may grant me the grace to have hi^ 
name the last I utter." Madame St Mau» 
wait away quite satisfied; she was sure 
that no woman who could pray for a man, 
was in the least danger of dying of a bro- 
ken heart. She rem^nbered the times of 
t^ League, when it was thus customary to 
mingle passion and devotion, and to have 
the portraits of the Vir^ and the saints, in 
tbe margin c^ th^ illuminated missals, 
taken and coloured and arrayed after the. 
wiginals of thdr lovers— ^so, Madame St 
Maur was contaited aftar the manner of 
Frendi women— And, moreover, she re- 
manbered Zaira's promise .not to destroy 
hersdf that ni^t ; and Madame St Maujr 
was a w(»nan to be ^comforted with the 
mention of a night's intarpodtion between 
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her and any calamity she dreaded — a night 
had a very long sound to her. 

Zaira was now alone — ^it wa& very late — 
shefdt exhausted— her eyes wandered over 
many books» and she felt that in many books 
Ihare was weariness. She rested on the 
Bible, and accidentally opened on the thirty- 
second dhapter of the prophesies of Ezekiel 
-^hat tremendous chapter, before the lan- 
guage of whose denunciatory vengeance, 
and unsparing desolation, all other menaces, 
national or individual, flit away, as the leaf 
before the gale, or as the small dust of 
the balance. She read on, with feelings 
at first stupified with terror, and then so- 
lemnized by the diff^ence of the threat- 
ened desolation of the world, and the de- 
solation of a sin^e heart. — She read on, 
" Wail for the multitude of Egypt, and 
cast them down, h» and the daughters 
of the famous nations * * * Whcmi 
dost tiiou pass in beauty ?— Go down" — 
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Awful reply to all human pretensions strug- 
gling for exemption from mortality, whe- 
ther fOT glory as a nation, or for eminence 
as an individual. — She read on, " Assur ift 
there, and aU her company, • • all of 
them slain, fallen by the sword, whos<fe 
graves are set in the sides of the pit ; and 
her company is round about her grave, all 
of them slain, fallen by the sword, which 
caused terror in the land of the Hving* — 
There is Elam, and all her multitude round 
about her grave, &c. &c. They have set 
her a bed in the midst of the slain, with all 
her multitude, &c, &;c. — ^There is Meshecb 
Tubal, and all her multitude, &c. &c. &e 
—There is Edom, her kings, and all her 
princes, &c. — There ]^ the princes of the 
north all of them, and all the Zidoniana 
which are gone down with the slain, &c. 
&c. . &CC. Pharaoh shall see them, and 
shall be comforted over aU his multitude, 
even Pharaoh, and all his army, slain by 
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the sword, saith the Lord God, for I have 
caused my terror in the land of the Kving.* 
Zaira read these tremendous words — ^wcmt^* 
ill suited to the present state of her mind. 
*^ There is aH that is great on eardi,'' shecried, 
" and shall I hesitate to follow ? Mighty na- 
tions are there, and shall I, an individual, 
trembleto meetthem? The heathen Elysium 
presents but a barren group ; there is not 
one with whom I could hold society. The 
Christian heaven calls me to a brighter com- 
pany ; there are no sciolists — no warriors 
tilting in the dusk ; there are the " spirits 
of just men made perfect**— there are those 
whom we loved and lost on earth, and shall 
I be there T As she uttered these words, 
she felt such a sudden elation of spirits — 
inch a rush of blood through her frame, 
that for a moment she was raised to a kind 
of supernatural madness. She looked round 
for some omen — some testimony of divine 
interference accordant to the tcme of her 



y Google 



WOMEK. «71 

mind^ and which it was sufficiently intoxi* 
cated almost to demand. She remaoabered 
(£:»- though her imagination was inebriated, 
her intelleots were unimpaired) — she re- 
membered the extraordinary tale told by 
liord Herbert erf Ch»bury of himself. 

When he had fimshed his deistical work, 
he was so convinced of its truth, and so 
anxious for a testimony of the divine ap- 
probation, that he knelt down before an open 
window, and implored of God to give him 
some sensible sign that he approved of this 
work. He describes afterwards a sound 
wholly unearthly, someHiing between mu* 
sic and the murmur of the wind, entering 
his apartment, diffusing itself through it 
and gradually sinking away. 

For a moment, Zaira almost expected 
such an omen as this. Before the moment 
had expired, a soimd deep and mournful 
struck on her ear ; it was evidently in the 
apartment. She paused ; this incident re- 
stored her to recollection ; she was not weak 
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enough tx> believe it supertiatural. It Was 
a string oi her harp that had fardel ; the 
omen ceased to a£fect ha* imagination, but 
it strud^ on her heart. The art that sh6 
had so loved and embellished^ seemed to 
warn her by its d3ring9 melanch<dy sound. 
It seemed to say, " Your hand 'will never 
touch these strings again ; take then fare- 
well in this last vibaraticMi." — " Some say the 
genius thus cries, come r 

Thai crowded on her mind the awful 
story <rf that night in Alexandria, when 
the sound of subterranean music and revel- 
ry, passing out towards the enemtfs camp^ 
was heard by those who were feasting with 
Antony and Cleopatra at their last banquet, 
reminding them terribly of the contrasted 
splendour of their former destiny, and the 
gloom of that which was approaching. Then 
followed the tremendous -miTntahtaiuM cy- 
T«u6«y, of the Jewish history, when God left 
them for ever ; when * Ichabod was pro- 

i. e. The gkvy is departeds 
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nounoed Tiy ike voice of the etemalJudgc^ 
and the glory of their hierarchy and their 
temj^ departed from them for ever. 

^ I come thad,'' said Zaira ; " my stept 
already tremble on the verge of mortality— 
but if they tremble it is not from fear. One 
recollection alone (which may perhaps sur^ 
vive beyond it,) makes them faulter. My 
GrOd ! may I in this last hour, when I need 
all your mercy for myself, may I dare to 
implore it for another ? His image lies at 
the bottom of my heajrt. Alas ! I fed at 
this mcnnent that only the influence ci 
that name could suggest a prayar to me; 
I want the ppwor to utter one for mysdf P 
She sunk on her knees ; she buried her 
head in the sofii before which she knelt; 
her arms were flung desperatdy over her 
bead ; her figure was^ prostrated almost cm 
tike ground. She tried to raise her helurt to 
God ; her heiyi; returned tibe thriUkig an- 
swer, " You will socm khow alL" She re^ 
m2 
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mained long in tliis attitude ; she knew not 
how long. 

Somethuig that was not sleep eame over 
her as she ky thus. It certainly was not 
sleep ; her faculties were not suspended. A 
^till, hut conscious sensation, pervaded her ; 
a dull twilight gathered round her. It 
broke, and the day of judgment glared on 
her trance. It seemed like a dream, but it 
was reality to the sufferer. 

She started from sleep, as she imagined, 
and saw the heavens on fire, and the earth 
passing away as a scrolL Myriads on my- 
riads c^ hmnan beings glanced and disap- 
peared before her, like bubbles sparkling 
land bursting in tiie dash of a cataract ; all 
hurrying on, on, on, as the tide of time bore 
its tribute to the ocean <^ eternity. Earth 
Was gone, there was no place to stand on, 
!M>thfaig to look up to; above, below, around» 
alt was darkness illimitable, intangibly wi- 
substantial/*--eii ocean, whose dark waves 
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daisied against notlimg. Suddenly a flash 
of lightning burst on the ^oom ; a flash 
that ai^>eared to teqr open heaven up to the 
throne of God. She called on dariaiess to 
shdter her in vain ; she called cm the moim- 
tains to fall on her, but the mountains were 
no m(»*e ; she grovelled to the centre in her 
spirit, but from the centre she beheld the 
Son of God coming in glory and in judg- 
ment. Millicms, an infinity of millions, 
stood bright and shivering before him, at 
the blaze of His descaiding ^lory gleamed 
on their huddled shadows. Among mil- 
lions I shall be concealed, dbe felt ; but the 
eye of the Judge was fixed on her alone ; 
the trumpet sounded, but its tone thunder- 
ed in her ear alone ; the book was opened, 
but her name was on the page alone. None 
but a disembodied spirit could endure this 
agony; die became ins^sible. 

The dream dianged its imagery; she 
seemed to see creation as after judgment-^ 
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darkness and a wredk— -deidation andnou 
thingness — a land of shadows, whare the 
light was as darkness— a place on which the 
Almighty had stretdied out *^ Hbe line of 
coninsion, and the stones of emptii^ss.'* 
Thare was no sun^ — a pallid and ekmded 
gloom, like the spectre of departed light*-- 
there was no earth— -the elements were 
confused and chaotic-^masses of disorga- 
nized matter cam^e dashing against each 
other, whirled along in a tide of ruin. Dack^ 
formless, and void was every thing, — 



' A wild abyss. 



The womb of nature^ and perhaps her grarew 

The throne 
Of Chaos^ and his dark pavilion spread 
Wide on the wasteful deqp."— — 

She feh herself borne along in this whiil 
of nothingness ; this tide without a wave 
and without a shore. Suddenly a light 
glewfied on her as she floated on. It came 
ircHu an eminence^ where stood a female 
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fomskf a weU*¥«Q£%abared tcma^ tboitgii secsi 
but once before, and tben also in a dream; 
the pale cahn countenance, had lost its mor- 
tal expression. The figure l^oied on a lu-^ 
minous cross, from which the li^t emana^- 
ted, and which bore a bright inscription— *£» 
rvr& ?m«i. She attempted to grasp il^ but 
was borne away. 

During this dream, her cries ^ete so 
loud and incessant as to akrm Madame St 
Maur, who was in an adjoining room, and 
who had not yet retired to rest, ^^e rush* 
ed to her apartmait, and fimnd her strcttdi* 
ed (HI tiie floor in OMivulsions. The physi- 
ckns who wa-e sent for pronounced her 
life, or her reason, or both, in danger. Her 
state continued doubtful for many days ; 
but grief, the only malady which makes 
the sufferer wish for death, is, of all otho^ 
the least mortal. She recovered,, but to a 
state of mfaerattte deWKty ; she was forbid 
ev«ii to speak, aji ii^unetion she dxowed no 
wish to cBsohey. By th^ utmost submk^ 
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ttkm to her me^^cal attaidants., she seaned 
to indicate a wish for life. 

Madame St Maur communicated this ob- 
aervation to Viosmenil with great delight ; 
they drew different condusions from it^ 
however. Madame St Maur believed die 
was repelled from her purpose by the ter- 
rors of the vision. Viosmenil oonduded 
she had some ulteric»r object, in which the 
image of De Courcy- 

One nighty while Madame St Maor sat 
by her bedside, she observed her lips hmk 
ving as if they fcnmed sounds which she 
had not strength to utter. Madame St 
Maur softly enquired if she wished for any 
thmg? 

*" I am calculating," said Zaira, in a &int 
but distinct voice, — " I am calculating, if I 
live, how soon I may be able to reach Ire* 
hud.** 

Madame St Maur, believing this to be 
raving, made no answer; but the next 
nomii]^, speediless with astonishmrat» she 

9 
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heafd Zaira calmly declare het fewlutkm, 
the moment ber health enabled h^» to re- 
turn to Ireland. 

** I am not superstitious,^^ said she, lay* 
ing her cold hand on Madame St Maur's ; 
" the habits of my life would rather justify 
a contrary conclusion — ^nor do I feel that 
isay intdlects have been impaired by the 
blow that has crushed my heart— *but a 
power, which I cannot resist, appears to 
summon me to this step— a voice calls me 
fixHn this which I dare not disobey. Evar 
since that night," she continued, lower- 
ing her voice, and a visible shudd^ agita- 
ting her £rame, " that form has never quit- 
ted me — it is standing beside, me now* 
When you are near me, it shifts its place ; 
but it does not disappear. When you are 
gone, it returns, and stands before me. I 
know that form well, though I never saw 
it in life ; it is the form of that Irish girl 
finr whom I was desarted* I waa deserted 
•oon myself. I see her form for ever ; il^ 
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bears no longer a hostile expression ; widi 
gentle but solemn gesture, it wafts me 
home. The cross to which it points is fht- 
ed on the shore I remember well, the 
shore of Ireland ; there its light is shed^ and 
thare its light invites me. Something m to 
be done or suffered tihere; whatitislknow 
not, but I feel I am sunmioned there^ 
There I drew my first breath, there I first 

beheld him, there parhaps" 

She was too much exhausted to continue 
the conversation; but, some days afters- 
wards, Madame St Maur, who had almost 
fi^rgot the sul:gect, was astonished at seeing^ 
Zaira's domestics making preparations for 
a journey. This phenomenon opened h^:^ 
eyes at once. Madame St Maur, with aD 
h^ affection and good sense> was m<H*e lia- 
ble to access through the channel of the 
senses than any other. She certainly never 
eould have been forced by any evidence^ 
but the evidence of ha- senses, to befieve 
that one who might live in Paris would 
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voluntaiily go to Dublin ; but the evidenoe 
was irresistible, Zaira's sarants were pad[[- 
ing her trunks in tbe halL 

She went with her a8t<»iishment and des- 
pair (as on all great emergencies she was 
wont) first to Viosmenil ; then, as her last 
resource, she went to argue the point, after 
the manner of Frenchwomen, with Zaira. 
The fixt expression of calm despair in Zai- 
ra's &ce awed and silenced h^ — she lost aU 
her nationality in a moment, and became 
the candid, affectionate, intelligent being 
nature had formed her— Hshe burst into tears, 
and this expression of feeling completely 
overcame Zaira. 

<* Where are you going then ?• seSd Ma- 
dame St Maur. 

*^ I am going to Ireland, my affection- 
ate friend," said Zaira, taidcrly pressing 
her hands,—" to Ii^htnd, where my life 
and my misery both began, and where 
both, perhaps, are to be terminated^ I feA 
that my destiny is to be fulfilled there ; it 
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will be betta* ihat I should perish by his 
band, than by my own." 

She saw the change in Madame St Mauris 
countenance at these ominous words, and 
Ae hastened to add» '"^ My dear friend, my 
life is misery ; I am dying by inches, djring 
by deq>air. The cruellest enemy I have or 
.earth would relent at. the tortures I su£Per, 
if he could behold them. The terrors of 
futurity have been disclosed to me, yet they 
in all their terrors struggle with his image 
in vain. It would be the greatest mercy I 
could experience, if he would plunge a knife 
into my heart this moment I think I could 
draw out theblade, dyed in my heart's Uood, 
and kiss it, if his hand placed it tha*e. You 
know I have almost with a superstitious 
dread shrunk frcmi mentioning his name. 
Could I have uttered it, it would have beto 
heaving a mountain from my heart ; shut 
up there, it burned and preyed on my vi- 
tals. In addition to this feeling, which is 
consuming me in silence, another--a more 
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awful one, calls me to the last struggle of 

my varied life. I cannot express to you, 

Delphine, that secret sense which the un- 

•fortunate have, and by which they hold 

communication with the invisible worM^; 

Ihey are so near the grave that they can 

liear arid understand the language which no 

mortal but themselves can bear— -I feel, but 

never can express that immortal intelli^ 

gence.** 

Madame St Matur would have reasoned, 
but she felt the effort useless ; and she had 
that sense of the superiority of Zaira's in- 
tt^ectual character, which not even grieC 
sophistry, superstition, and misplaced pas- 
sion, could ever diminish. She could only 
weep, and silently leave her to seek for con- 
solation from ViosmetiiH though she ftJt 
that even his masculine mind shrunk from 
encountering with Zaira's. Some days 
elapsed ; the preparations went on alently, 
but certainly. Viosmenil and Madame 9t 
Mauronly looked at each other as they be- 
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held them ; then they began to talk of the 
event as hourly probable ; and lastly, they 
§At some comfort in speaking of it^ far 
whatever brings exalted minds to the levd 
of lower ones, furnishes a kind of consoW 
tion to our perverted natures. They- won- 
dered, shrugged their shoulders, and ac- 
knowledged to each other tacitly, that 
Zaira, whom they had hitherto bdield as a 
superior being, was reduced completely to 
tiie level of mortality. Viosmenil and Ma- 
dame St Maur were affecticHiate fiiendiai 
but still they were human creatures ; they 
would have laid down their lives for Zaira, 
but they could not lay down their natures* 
Ajs a last resource, the very night before 
her departure Viosmenil ventured to talk 
the language 6f the world ; he knew that 
Zaira had been a woman who cherished a 
Jie&k sensibility of popiilar applause, and of 
ibe popular sentiment concerning her ; she 
was proud of the rare union of a spotless 
4Jiaracter and resplendent talents. Viosme* 
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fill spoke of this, and how much would be 
lost by this wild pursuit of a phantom of 
the imagination — ^by this spendthrift waste 
of all the treasures of existence ftt the feet 
a worthless boy, who trampled on theiii» 
and turned again to rend her. He said re- 
peatedly, « What will the world Oiink ?•*— 
an argument of mighty weight — taliBmanic 
words, of whidi the strongest ^spirits have at 
times felt the operation. Zaira was silent 
for some time; at last she said, '* If mis- 
fortunes are made the subjects of reproadi, 
what mortal can be free? Are those objects 
which nature points out to i» as the centre 
of our aflfections, more likely to secure our 
"happiness than the objects suggested by oiur 
hearts? As a wife, or a mother, might I 
not have 'been rendered as miserable by the 
cruelty, the neglect, or the errors of a hus- 
band or a child, as I have been by him f 
The only xlifference is, that in the one case, 
the cause of our sufferings is imposed by 
necessity, and in the other, by ch(»ce. This 
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diffecence is very immatoial to the suffin-er 
^*i*cre ifM^ cease to reproach our own bearU^ 
token they cause us no more nUsery than is 
kmrly inJKcted 4y l^e.*" 

These were the laat words Madame St 
liaur and Viosmenil ever heard from Zmra. 
They w^t at parting with her, but the 
Bear prospeqt of their own happiness assist- 
ed to dry thdr tears. They married, and, 
by aid dT good sense, good tempers, mudi 
esteem for eadi otha*, some literary taste^ 
andaneasy fortune, they became such adepts 
ki moral chemistry, as actuaUy to extraet 
eomiort from life ! ! ! 
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CHAPTER Vlft. 

-et Tyrios desert^ qiuBrere'teni. 



ZAmA dnited in Ire]and;-^what a £&r* 
ent arrival from her firrt, when, as He 
Cotutrfr was accustomed to say, she made 
her avatar there ! It was September when 
she landed ; the fading l%ht and shorten- 
ing days wa^e now congenial to her feel- 
ings, and as she sat on the dedc^ and view^- 
ed the shore through the ^bn twilight of a 
hazy evening, that maebe evc^ thing ap- 
pear p4e, "CcM, ^md colourless, die felt as if 
she was approaching IJie idicHresof the^^un- 
discoYared country" — " the land of sha- 
dow V' whei^e all things are foigott^u 
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She took a house at a UtUe distance firom 
Dublin, under an assumed name, saw no 
society, and never appeared in public. She 
was soon discovered, however, and the con- 
ductors of some charitable institution wait- 
ed on her to intreat her to exert her talents 
at some concert or play that was to be pa*- 
formed for its benefit. This application ap- 
peared to give her great agony ; — she was 
unable, for a considerable time, to return an 
answer. At length she said,— *<^ I would 
assist those unh^^ppy persons with the sa- 
cnfice of half my fbrtune sooner than ap- 
peaor in pufalic agsin^" The perBoos who 
emiducted tfaexJiarity, cUstressed hy die eC 
iect of their application, retired. SQie s^t 
a liberal donation, and immediately ebw- 
ged her residence, to escape similar peisecu- 
t^His. Her Me was very monotonous, }mt 
calm. There was a dull weight on her sen- 
ses and her Acuities, an obtu^ simsexrf* 
pain never vary excrueiatii^, but never for 
a moment i^emitting. She said to hawlf 

4 
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petpetiia%,«-^' It will soon be oirer, it wfll 
soon cease.** When we thEUs try to impose 
on ourselves, when we talk to ourselves as 
to another whom we try to pacify^ the im- 
position is not more vain than it is mdan- 
'dioly. Still a sedse of &tB3ky, ecHineeted 
wilb hern^tum to IrcSamU (Operated at ibe 
bottom of her heart She was like one of 
those in and^it times who is directed to 
visit an erade, and who nts down before 
tioie dQ(HB of the tanple till they ilncioae, 
and th^?e, ovarccnne by grief and weari- 
ness^ &Us asleep. She oould have said^wkh 
Lee's unfortanate hero, to the pra^et Ti 
rems— 

^* Thefeftnre iitttmct nt what nmmas lord% 
Or «ti^efw*fbr I fe«l a deqp like d^yriil 
^ Upon me, and I )xmg to be at rest." 

This state, wh^ mentions ^'n^ -and 

. 99i0ming in the same breath, and ahnoi^as 

the same Aing, y^Mdi exp^ett ^no r^f 

VOL. HI. K 
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in^ge cC a mind tocAcai down "by ^^. 



iHie 'VPett^'dideiBafitiy^ctau^ the &r)r; 
ite said It ^n^kb jteoid^^ ette^ ttiuie dT ifi- 
xi^aird psin; ptrlMtps it^mis beoaUM idie Im- 
ped woielwiiew M> mi^ Be Gourcy. .Slfe 
diil flNee^hhigr wm^mes; she mwhk Bgare 
.«t«a distance; ste Krod vfkh fr^^cfoisd- 
imSB ryiltute Ms i^ado^ had pa^, \mi 
when iAfe 'tfppiidiBiliied i&m, >fte^ beitii^ <^f 
her la0t aflMiOfted^abxiMt to sicfibesi^n. 
She shuddered^— she paused ; and-^foi^^ 
at this public exposure of her weakness, she 
was flMQpdM to ^ratp ilietti^-^a house 
Iqt suppeAft4Jai^h&'WUft (iMit ef^i^^ it was 
singular enbtfgh, ' thit, duiihg ^fliis pi^riod, 
she bore the loathsome, horrible spectacles 
.^*nteiuicity,'mliii7, dud viee, %itb \i3udi 
^ ^stwete of ^JDiift>iin are ahuost puteid^ 
v&dk a l^Ni af wr^h^ ^patieifie ahuMt 
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approaehiog to satii&ctkm. Tiie aigbtof 
pbydcal suffering is at once a babmoe aai 
consolation to the victim of internal pan. 
Misery is certainly very misaitdutypie in i^ 
simple operations. 

The beautiful buildings of the city, its 
haj, its mountains— -«he never looked on 
^lem now ;«-Hshe iraUced constantly throogli 
the streets— 4hei:e was enough there to 
ifeed her mood. The perpdual spectade 
of into3deat»>n ;that oecmted sd ev^ry step, 
wemed to ^bo^ or terrify hw no kmg^. 
Misery seeks misery every wheie, from the ' 
viiaesistible desire for oompariaon or dialy- 
sis. Whenshe saw these vntdbobed objecte 
raving or grovelling in the mir^ shesaid,«»* 
^ Life is insupportaUe witiioirt some spe- 
cies of intokieatikm ; T wish I could shaie 
the ddirium of those wretdies, without 
their brutalizing degradatkm. The kxwest 
dbss of 1^ seeks physical intoxication to 
fiorget its mismries ; tiie higher seeks^menM 
intaadcatbn. The:hi§^estda|k^<^^^tfi$$ 

10 
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tiie desperate intoxication of the hearty ir* 
leooverable and incureable; whose deliri- 
um is ^ 4SW6et madness," — whose waking 
is " dBBpsit/" 

Zaira's knowledge or triemory worked 
rniHx terrible perverted industry in aid of the 
fidse theory of predominant misery. Spli- 
cer, she diought, tells of ihe miserable inr 
^bitants of Ireland in the rdgn of EHza- 
faeUi, that they tid^e^nuff to '' beget fi^ah 
spirits." The inhabitants of the Isles of tbe 
South-Sea produce this excitation by ]§^idii^ 
along the surf in tiieir light canoes; and some 
writers teU us of a more savage people who 
try to attain it by standing on their heads 
till they arrive at stupefaction. Howenvi- 
abk ! — Sudi were the miseraUe wahddings 
of a mind broke fix)m its moorings, and dri- 
ving before that storm which perhaps no 
human mind can ride out without ^ taiekle 
torn," inglorious, dismasted, and disarrayed. 
When ^ saw the crowds of beggars tliat 
ipallute and infest the streets (rf* the ^ beau- 
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tsful Gztyv the same pervected feeling ini«- 
nistered fuel to the fire that was cansitming 
her. Mendicity, she thought witii herself 
is alwajTS the oonconutant of a certun relL> 
gion«-*it abounds to loathsomeness in coun- 
tries professedly Catholic — ^it is dixmnisl^ 
in England undi^ the influence of the e»- 
tabli^ed religion, and almost dssappears 
binder that of Presbyterianisin in Scotland^ 
To what is this vast incr^ise or dimimitioik 
of human misery, this fluetuidlcm of the vast 
tide of calamity, to be asciibed?-^M«rdiy fe 
.dimate,toa cause in which man has fK> diare. 
The religion of the south of Europe is uni- 
versally Catholic, that of the north gene«- 
rsiSly Protestant ; this must be purely jAy- 
mcsi. Well, then, the religion of men de* 
pends on thdr climate, and cm their relir 
gion depends a large porticm of their ex- 
ternal comforts, of their human destiny, 
which is, doubtless, eonnected with their 
future and immortal one ; and dl t^ Is 
brought about by tiienr being natives q£ a 
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eertam dimate. Had I been hcftn in fiM- 
llier eoontry^ had oHner causes bpeisted od 
mj eonatitutkm dsoA my feeimgs^. what t 
di ftge nt being mi^ I lurre been i 

Thus she strengthened hers^ in haA me- 
taphysics, and worse sentiraeirt* A singu^ 
lar eontrast took place, (perceptiitdy to h^- 
seIC) between her sensibifity of objeets that 
gire j^leasure, and of objects that ghre jiam. 
Ske had fonneriy Uved arad^ e^rety oi^ 
Ject tiiat could exalt the mi^ and ddiglrt 
lllesaMes; hier heart favoured her ereed ef 
a^imisaa ; her fife was passed in a kkaod of 
refined and dignified TokiptuoiisBess. Now 
she sodgfat out the spectacle of wretehed- 
nesa every whelre with anxious and mis- 
ehievoos avidity. She left the fair moun- 
tain to batt^ on the moor. 

On her arrival in DuliSin the preceding 
spring, she had been mudi delighted by 
the picturesque situation and architecture 
beauty of tibe city. Kow, her sentimenh 
w»e diange^ and her senaet a^>eitf<€d 
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liMfelieai;^. ^ ^ city in^prefisfid 1^ a^i^ 

IftiUic iHiiJdiqg!^ M^n^^like t)ie s]^I§(aA.aif 

^drit ha» des^erted ; ¥ke tb^ vast structure 
^ thfL boiDen of tjbe l^^^i^oth^ which b|is 
eeased to live for ages» and arouiMl V^pm^ 
^Wiiains. ^qiEidtta guzfrs feoffiijly creep and 
«ta]»« We can bMr tl^ ruina <^. a* city 
kn^ descorti^ bj hu^ai^ inhal^t^iite^ but ii^ 
is ^ew^ to observe the inhabltantisi stealing 
fiom a G% whose |^!«iideiir t)iex '<wi lu^ 
Vmgcar iupport. TbiW *h^ JPwjpbin (fath^pq 
of Louitf XVL) «tw ifi'ft his 4ywg eyea 
the AjtEutiue Aralf 1^ iromt the, windows inrv 
te tHe QoiiiAiiif filfr. Q)^ wbi^ 
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^be imp^Aiettoe^ci tlie attendwitito qi;Bt it 
Hfe tKK^ift^it be expired. I walk iAiougPi 
ibe $treeto of this ftie city-^I pmise ^ the 
gate of its superb iiKii!V€innt9^^-4[ see a :feir 
sizars add porters lounging t&ere-«-I asl^ 
whare are the * illustrious men and bige- 
nuous youtibs, - whom the eloquef^ pattioi 
^pieeted in othar tfanesP-^Its ingenuous 
youth are all gone to O^fofd, at Cfon^ 
M^^, and the day nt^fal be marked 
with a cretic note» when a gown with m- 
gdid, or even a silver tassel, is seen a put* 
pureus pannus amid the beggary of its de- 
serted walls. ' ' 
^ Opposite t6 it I behold a buiUin^ 
which would have embellished Atbens in 
the purest days of its areliitectural piidc^i-— 
It was the Saiate-bouse of Ireland— It is 
how the Bnnk ; and along those irtcps^ woiv: 
fiiy of a temple of Minerva or of Jupita*, 
the inhabitants of this Impovaished dty» 
without tittde and without wealth, are 
crawling to pay bills ; and among thoia 
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splaEid^ passages whkh cmce edboed to Him 
dbquence of a Flood, a Grattan, a Fortec^ 
and a Flufikett, is heard the jargon of nm« 
ners and tellers ; and in that splendid apart^ 
is^ent of Ihe House of Peas still hung 
with the triumphs of William, the directors 
meet to ascertain dividends, and strike a 
bonus. I seek the residences o£ the nobili- 
ty in this beautiful city ; they are oaaly 
pointed out; thdr altered destination is 
enough to mark them. The palace c£ the 
Duke of Leinster (the only Duke in Ire* 
land) belongs to the Dublin Academy ; the 
mancdon of the Fowerscourt &mily has be- 
come the staticm of the Stamp-office ; the 
residence of Lord Glerawly has been levd* 
led for the erecti9n of a catiiolic dmpel ; 
that <^ the Gowper family has been .p^- 
diased by the trustees of a cfaartar-sohool ; 
and the splend^ modem house of Lord 
Aldborough {hvfllt within tw^ty years) is 
becc»ne tl^ seat of the seminary of Frofes^ 
N2 
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wr Feihi^;]e. Woe to tiie land vthext tke 
Qiamicint of her nobility have beeome the 
teoeptafda of office^ or de pal^pes of pe^ 
da|^0guesr 

Whether Ihese observationa are just or 
iMit» it is certain they did not occur to 
Zaira on her former arrival in Dublin. 
With (he Old Marquis in Gil Blas^ per- 
haps, Ae was beginning to suspect thst 
even the peaehes o£ the latter tkne were 
degeneratittg. It is very terrible when 
grief, by ifesfroying our sensibUity, both of 
nature and art, deprives us of those auxi* 
luoriea against its power of which it has re* 
doced us to the utmost need* It is Vke 
tfendlng one to carry <m war in a country 
whidi the enemy has already wasted with 
Are and sword hdSore us. 

One day she wandered to a t6ry ofaseure 
part, called Swift't^-aOay ; theve is a dissent- 
it^ mec^g-hottse there. Thesii^ofit 
awoke many r^colkctiona in her tnind ;-^ 
her heart gptw full^ and she paused in the 
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i^njiVl^p^ of being x«^^ by ti^of^. Aa 
c^dwimiaiiifrbo obs^ry^ her,:offewd her a 
seat Ih. b^ humble d welUAg ; she was uv^ck 
ktntarilj mtefertfd by th^t beautiful figuxa 
wUcb eould intpBest ev^y heart bu^ De 
Cciwcy's. Sfaebelie¥i^h^i|l. Thepooiv 
who ktiQW Uttle bifit of ]^ysii6al flRifie£u^;i^ 

Gme eaus^ they fddpm $iupeat onq 'pf ^grii^ 
Zahraai^ix^epted tlie c^Q^r ^ wd with t^ re- 
maim oC her fiHwei; ^weetuess, made sooae^ 
i]iq^udie» about b^ jUQ|ate(Sf&, $he wa» ik 

iwy iM wcroaaiv.!i?«wly ^g**^y y^*"^ <d4»! 
^|i^f9ar4« of ^^ty of wbi^ bad been pfis^ 
llkhar ^regent ^bodi^ <9 m^dlim^^g^^^ 
te tibe meeting-bouse ; die had (^ small pit-, 
taace ibr jl&^^ifl^tbe )ceys (^ it, and s^iJMD 
^»t it ym»^4^em^ f^ sm^,w.^ d^, 
^ fiiibli^.WQfi^, ^e bld.flH^W*)^ 
lbM[|0diato ^Ifttic^ md f^e^pg^ ^atg0^^ 
WMmotfe, d<»K;eadaiitsi^ €twr eau)^ 

teieee)heit^ 9M^ did cihet poihapA wi«h iB^rit^ 
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gding abroad. Her room oontaiiied a dUSt^ 
a bed, a tabled Banyan's Holy War, and a 
BiUe. The laf ter she could Ho longer read, 
so that her habitation. Seemed as sterik as 
her existence. Hiis heraiita^, in a po- 
pulous city, certainly presaits a siugvdar 
image. There have been perscms who be- 
came enamoured c^ solitude because it was 
embellidied by flie exqtiiidte attractions of 
nature ; this, one may say, is a sensuality sa 
refined as almost to approach inteUectual 
pleasure. It is a glorified body, whose s@ti« 
silxttities are no longer jihy sical or impure. 
But there was nothing of this Idnd here ; 
bdbr^ around, and above Hie dwdUii^ of 
this woman, rose high and heavy walls of 
the darkest stcme. The siin could so set 
ckxm shine on the naii*6w pavement before 
her door, that there was no v^^luii^ ft»«in^ 
its way between the st^necH^ few WiiJiafed 
squalid blades of grass only, tiu^seemed as 
if they had mistiA:en the jdaoe for a tmdib- 
^OM^ there tibey grew lilBe the fcvlddd» 
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esijoymente ' of life; straggbng ftr their 
abod^ in a hieart devoted to rel^km/ The 
Iniflding itedlf^ the only object she taw 
lStiK»f]gb<Mit the day, had the rigidity of 
Calvinism in every feature of it; it stood 
«i^re like the substantial image of an ab- 
stract region, widiout grace or enlbdlirii- 
ment, imparting its own sterhness to the 
heart ^^d the manners. ** 

' Zaim thought of the decomtive spim- 
do&t ti tiie churches on the continent ; and 
die remembered the rebuke of Jesus to the 
Fbarisee^^ Mine head with oil thou dkl'st 
not anoint ; tl^m gavest me no water,'' &c. 
W^ould it not have be^ b^ter if she had 
leflected,^— ** £[e dwelletii not in templet 
made by hands.''-*— ** 



' OmgewB^yetlave I not Hob jmnp of prayc^^ 



^/ 



says one of 'our first poets. Certainly in 
diurdies, ardiitectural magnificence and 
liixiiriousembeQMunait are rather a sacri* 
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fice to tibe pii^ af laaa "^aR to tiie gk^jF 
of GocU and the ward^iffpet se&os to ism» 
there rather to boast dTTrhdt h» has domr 
for tfaeBeity, than to shew wlwt the Beiftf 
has done for him. 

Ziira was wi&drawn fiom her mumlgli 
hy the talkkig (for it oMild mt be edkd 
eoarversation) of the old woouin. '^ Sim 
had remembered better di^s^" ^he sud^rm 
'^ Ihiedaf)^ of fianons prea<^ieK8» king die«d» 
what the meeting-house was jbo crowded!;, 
that ^cxe was not room fi>r half ihftt eatee^ 
toheardie Word of Life; when^theie wiBi 
atalkabont fiorty jetm B:goc£enl0ifjfk^i^** 
(and as she spoke she stretdied out her wl« 
thered idrais, as if the idea was too vast ftr 
her mind, unless she retieved it by a ooorw 
responding gesture.) — *' Now,** she said, 
« things are very dififeEent" And tot bear 
her, one would imagine that the salvation 
of aM'maiddud were di^paideirt; on the &dl» 
ness of the congr^^on at . an . obsomre 
meethigJunise hs XHihlfak la her 
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am^sbet of Aak nueetibg, anda CHMMtkfl, 
wme ev^ntly lyaaii ittK ma ta^msv tnd 
mwpamble ideas. Zaira squired a Iktirt 
ibrther, aiidlnni^ tiiatat thetime wiies 
the meetii^ was so imiok carawded, her fiets 
had been very consideraUe.. ^ But peoj^ 
have att left <^ going the tight way,'^ said 
the old MTomao. This was a wietdied diii' 
eovery ; it is horrid to find littlasess of 
soul iis tiie dymg, or iBtlio8ewhaina]pere«> 
1%Idui preteiiskms, whom we aeasly ideB* 
tify with the farmer. They both bdang^ 
in <mr minds^ to another woiid. 

Tins vnxmsa ttyived in &ua'a meniovy 
the idea of the old nun in tteoMtimit near 
Boris. There was the sane sterilitv^ t»» 
aincy, and umfiinnity in their diaracters^ 
A person unacquainted with religious dist 
tinetkou^ would ac»ee have known one 
ftom the odier; yet^ in one lespedv they 
wwe antipodes to eadt otbeiy-^Ila&oliGis A 
andC^vmisnrpboedanirafiieasuxable dis« 
tance betwecsi tteftn. iiid either heard of 
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the odiar, she would hsire oomtdered heri 
at • being devoted to the devil and his aa- 
gdt, placed under die eonoentnted and un^ 
mitigable wrath of the Alno^hty for ever, 
and ever/ SingulaEr mixture of inanity mid 
ferocity in the same mind ! 

Zaira then recdlected a door-keeper at 
one of tto foreign theatres ; he was so old 
that he was called the patriardii and high- 
ly amusiiig from theimpOTtanee he attach-, 
cd to his situatiim. To hear him ^ mag^- 
fy his office'' one would think him an apos- 
tle, and that the duties of the drama were 
quite CHI a level with the duties of rei^jion. 
He remembered the times of Seneono^ Fa* 
i:)nelli, Faustina, Cuzzoni, kc. ; and it was 
singular enough, tfiat, in speaking of them, 
and of the crowded houses assemUed to 
hear them, he used exaetfy tiie same lan- 
guage that the humble portiess of Swifts 
AUey Meeting*house did, when recaffing 
the departed glories of former days. Thar 
smtences were ccmstructed and apressed 
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smelly in the saam st^^jjilliuuk giw 
Hxasmsm. The intM:eito sailim stage ind 
the preachitigof tbe go&pA mmie ^kt atkf 

^ 1^ ooincideiiee, Hist vni^hKve ragw 
^esM^ to a n&nA nuke b^ppily dUpoaed, « 
«»eilitl^peciilaetk>nj operatML very dBflbmt* 
^ on iBiarflf^ Sheoonpatvd tl» diflbmift 
^lartttefs and aitnfi<nii^ and dbe aaid t« 
kdiisel^ '' there is no difftrai^, but tluit of 
baftiit'' When «he cmoe entered cm tida 

suhjeet, iiie sunk deeper and deeper, j^uft* 

ghig amid bQkyws that 



■ ■ ■ ■ , . / i 

She imagined th^^ must be rest at .the bot» 

tom-*-itwas ti^ i»st of a sunk wieck* ovej 

wUch a thi^isiand s^orpiahave piussed, ai^d 

tbe ace^ poi^ its.iimyea in fathwoless si^ 

ksEKeeu She tfapagfat» and was wchw foe 

fWTy tiuiu^t that.psssed throqgh hw 

mind. There is an atw^y erf the soul, aa 



A 
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well 8t ofi.ttt faodhTi. aaiiftha min^-ti^EA 
dioeaaed. caa. ecioreri the iiwsi w hoka a roi g 
m it rii m i it ^ato talital pdisdn. 

That evening whiSe pnmwig bm^mirf, 
mrtici wmlki; <inDie like tlM WMideriii^of 
an '' unkid spirift/' tkon ^ht aetmt)^ of « 
famnan ben^ ike £^. more ndaery ^mm 
MMdL Sbe.ga««dhHAtotbeiii]ifiaie^leolK 
joDta tibak ob rt t ucted kcv pafk ki eiMsjf clii^ 
wction ; Ae Mk fiv thefiistlkQe tltot tbfi 
Mticm wiA ^Qte mediaaacd^ sHe ha4 w» 
plaaspie fen it nmf; Tin: feMaUoQ. In« 
creased her wretd»dDflss gfiea% ;. ahe be- 
gan to fed that she was losing the only feel- 
ing thBlt ma^ Itife s up p ortabte . Jl9ofw lit- 
tle she knew of the s^te of bar heart af that 
tnoment) It is saii in UIloa*s Voyages^ 
tiiat, in the severest dimate of North Ame* 
rica, the spirits were frozen tfarougb the 
bottfe— they were aH ice; biit the qpfrit 
retreating to the centre^ fimned a coliinm 
of actufli fire, that burned the lips that 
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tast^ tiieiii. ZaintVlie»ti¥M6«BeitflB]v; 
tibe external sor&ce wasr hard and eoU, biife 
^e centre ccmtakied one burmng diop. ]li[ 
€k>urcy'8 unage ^owed there still moi» 
strcmgly £rom the intensity €f tihe swrounk- 
ing said encxoacbing cold. 

She was^ now near IshndUlnidge, when m 
heavy diower drove her (ndier ftom eoim« 
daratioti fiir her servant tiuui liersrif) to seek 
icxt flbdter. She went into a smaU shofv 
^faa« was a gtwt appearance of neataiot 
and industry. The fiwpient adb of oastob 
mers, wM the pleased asdidnity of the shop** 
keeper, gave token ^at things were going 
on prosperously. In a back room hk wifr 
was in^nic^g her children ; and &e ea* 
ger, happy voice of diildhood^ proud oi 
newty-acqoired intdfigenee, sounded de- 
Hghtfully in the ear, it gave no pleMue 
to ker*^she tremUed at tibe sight ^happi- 
ne88-*-*she felt as Adam dak, perhaps^wlMi^ 
on the evening of his expuimm £com Pata-* 
dise, be ndgfat ha;ve wandeted nflaritsho^i 
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loved limits, and drank Hie fragrance of its 
tebidden swe^s, wafted to him by airs te 
RMist never breathe again; ^en lookmg 
11^ saw the flaming sword of exdusion 
taming every way against him. 

In a few moments^ the offidoiis, but not 
servile .attentionsof the man forced them- 
sdi^es on her nc^ce. She did not reeog^ 
niae him, till at last, unable to struggle any 
longer with the iiillitess of his heart, he told 
hcr> he was the person whom she had assilt* 
ed with such generosity, before she quitted 
Irdand; that her liba^ty had eniUedhim 
to veooinmence business, in which he was . 
mooeeding so well, that, as he said with 
Insh aitluisiasm, '' he believed th^re was a 
Uessing on all she^^d.'* 

' At these words, whidi went too near her 
hml, she fixed h& eyes on him with a 
look of rach ghastly incredulity, that the 
SMm paused^ feadbl he had o^nded, though 
not understanding how. She .was i^ent ; 
and he msumed the subject in a lower voicei 
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* « 

He hoped thut; tibe young geQlknuBi» who 
vms ilw mMHs of inttododng fahn aad his 
distisess to her notice, wm wellBnd hftfipjr. 
TMs was too iniieh. Zaim itruggkd hi 
vain to dnswa hhn* The man then finmd 
oat tbat something (he knew not what) Vas 
wfODg) and became ffllent, ^ though it w« 
pain bikI grief to him^'* 
: Zaira rose to dqMat, and then he codd 
oontaain no longer ; he fUlowed her to tte 
door widi blessings and thanks, and conli- 
aued them tiH she was out of Af^ Tbeae 
bfeasings, these prayers fer our happimas 
and long lifi^ are tesriUe to those who faA 
life a cursQ and happiness an imposstbOatgr. 
Language, black with execratikm and Imr- 
Yor, would be less painftil to Uttrn. She 
kurried on to escape the insult of gtatitii^, 
and she felt as if she was doomed to go on, 
like Ladurlad, with *' a &re in her hear^ 
and a fire in her brain,**, condemned to do 
good without a dutfe in it heriel^-^-bless- 
ing^ but unblessed. 
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Agtm-tompelkA. to step hj^ tlte violeiu^e 
of tfe weatiiw^aaaotximiialstmnt^ 
:aiid nin^ she took shdtei^ in a oalon, .and 
.^ireeted her servant to go finrwsrd^ and 
sand the carnage for her, that die mig^ 
^ vfetum home." Home! — what a word for 
ifae unhappy to xise — a plaee vibere .^s/ey 
meet nothing but that desolate heltrt \^cdi 
Hhey Isougfat out with them. In a few 
jnimttes her attentionwas drawn to an ob* 
-soize cocnv of the cabin by .groans that is- 
jitted finim it at Icnttg intervals. It ^vias so 
du^ that it was long he&xod she diseoveied 
:theie:what>had been Jt bed, on whiidi was 
.ste^;diediMmiei}iiiig.8C{iia£d, bagatd^ B^peaU 
-asbi moAaiBg. 

'' It is a poor careature," said Ihe iwoman 
, who.owned iiie isim, 't that came an hem 
.^DTca night!s iod^ingw.^)^ die 

vis only Atf^£»rf half, and she is not eajmt- 
* ^liom, any, haw.*', 

>Zaira.a|ip»)8ched >^ bed:; 4Uid to her 
inexpressUde horror recogniieddui diesnink* 
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but wild featuies^ Ae fed»l6;^atAngi]larly* 
nbnSulatod ^voks^ dT ^cf dyiiig'olqect;^ ilios6 
TpTithy ThadtwDTOan wham die had fitnceiK. 
fore encountered tiBder drmwMtniKiar ja 
lEss^itnNedkuuy. The wxnmn jq^ieared to 
-nwognue h»>too:; die -raised fa^ ihoBow 
-MdUivi«llook8 to ZsSra. 

•• Oh, my eyes are diurf^ wtaiAet, *^bat 
>1 know yoQ weftt*-diid an you come 
4it tant-^ieome to liettr ihe went iKme 
imows but xae^-^KX^me ^ elose Ihe ejM 
i^tfyour— -'' 

And she stretched out her wilbeoed asms 

to Zaira. Zaira recoSedvivikh andmpulse 

n^^ could ciiot -nceovnt ;for; ^Ai daA' never 

%€fforetfaiiishMiik:ftom wvetehBcbieiajuid 

death. « She was even hastenh^^ firom ^Ae 

i^aiUn, wben the maniac^ sitlaiig upin her 

bed, oidQed Mst to ihe wo&sm to detain 

" Stop ierr*e caried, in a vmcekolhm 
but pia»dng ; '' bidher stop, if she would 
Aun the curse o f . * " 
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ing badt on bw bed, and extending be: 
iJLuped bandft towwds Zainu 

TWkttor apfiroached the bed» ttmaUmg 
^ndsttbdded; her £3rmerxea)Uectkms sug- 
gested the tanriUe possilnUty thai this ht 
tdHgenoe was trua 

^ Tdl . m^" said the oU wnnuurn ^^ are 

yon not Irish, by faktb? Are you n<^ ilie 

.^hm^^iter €^-*^f*«-,in thecQimty of Fwnui- 

m^? And tell me the Ixuth, fer I am 

paniiigfitft'* 

^ I an^" said Zaianu 

. ^ TIma I ion yxmr motheiv-i-'dioug^ 1^^ 
I saw yon befete I had i»)t the powtt to 
teUyoaso." 

«' My moditt !w^-«ind in tikis iKird^ and 
ih these ra^h-^-Ofa, dUBrdfiil Heaven T 

** Ay, Heaven is merdftd, or I would 
n€4; be spaced to t^ you bvm this." 

'' Qb^ let me reniove 3^011 fijotn tUs 
wretdied place,'' " 
9 
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** Hush !" said her mother, raising her . 
Teithered hand ; " what matters it to a soul 
going to judgment, whether it parts from 
straw or from down ? — Listen to me. You 
liadachild?" 

'' I had." 

" Well, that chad is still alive, and I can 
tell you where.** 

" Oh, speak, for God's sake, speak !" 

^* Jfot a word— not another word to- ^ 
night, if the world was kneeling there. 
To-night / must make my saul/^ and that's 
enough for a parting sinner to have to 
do." 

No supplication, no adjuration of Zaira's 
agony was powerfiil enough to ^Lt(»rt an- 
other syllable from her mother, beyond the 
bare permission to see her the ne:$t even- 
ing, if she lived. , 

"Oh, you will, you must live!" said 



* t. e, Fe^orm my religious duties. 
VOL. III. O 
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ZwtOy as she quitted the hovel, in emotion 
unutterable. 

To explain this interview, it will be ne- 
cessary to lay before the reada*, the letter 
which it was mentioned Zaira wrote to 
Madame St Maur, on her ^rst arrival in 
Irdand, and which contained the particu- 
lars of her former life. After stating the 
a^tation with which she revisited Ireland, 
the emotion with which she beheld the sea 
thait bore her, and listened to the breeze 
that wafted her there ; she adds, ** it is the 
privilege c^ poetry and of grief alike to in- 
vest inanimate things with consciousness. 
Joy, ftdl of itself, needs no sympathy from ^ 
extended things. To the happy every day 
is bri^t But grief, like superstition, 
makes even Ihe physical creation populous, 
and converts every object into an agent of 
consolation or of reproach. 

** When in the morning we came within 
sight of the bay, — ^when I got on deck, and 
taw the blue mountains of my country 
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bnght on the left, and the bay, with its 
sweeping shores, and the city shrouded in 
the western mist, marking the honzon with 
ifai thin grey line, that trembled on the va- 
poury skirts of the rnqming, — when I felt 
what none but those who had left it long, 
and who perhaps return to find suffering 
not respited, but renewed, can feel, I clasped 
my hands cm my heart ; I almost thought 
its beatings would betray me. — I tried to 
utter some jurayers, but I felt that my lips 
moved without articulatmg. The ocean 
lay as calm around me as if it had never 
bcwme the weight of suflfering on its waves. 
The joy of the pass^igers, the short techni- 
cal answers of the sidlors, and the still colder 
langm^e of the captain, who answered 
every question as if the progress of the 
^anents had never affected human hap« 
piness or suffering, made a strange contrast 
to all I felt Strange indifference, that is 
produced by a constioit interomrse with 
the most awftd phaipmena! Thus, the 
moiie physical our existeiiGe is, the more 
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tranquillity it enjoys ; it is intellect alone 
that is always a^tated^ and ^dmost always 
by pain. Singular awardment^ whether it 
be the result of inconsistency or of €blibe* 
ration — ^whether it proceed from an^ intel- 
ligent or unintelligent cause! But from 
whatever source insensibility arises, how. 
enviable does it seem to those who suf-. 
fer? Thus, those who witness tile Falls, 
of Niagara are stunned by a crash that, 
seems capable of uprooting nature ; while: 
those who dwell near it, d^fened by. the. 
habitual roar, soon lose all impression ; and 
here alone, dear Delphine, have I cou- 
rage to relate the events of my former life 
to you. We have the same dread, to re-^ 
trace misfortune that we have to expose a 
wound ; but we have more reason, for it is. 
the wounds of the mind alone that are ex-:, 
empt from ever dosing. 

"Even here, I hesitate to begin to tdl 
what I have been. Misfortune always 
seems to femtales like disgrace. I am, what 
none of my continental friends but you 
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know, a native of Ireland. — ^I am the ille- 
gitimate daughter of a man of fortune in 
the west of Ireland, whose least error, per- 
haps, was his being the parent of a number 
of ujafortunate nameless beings, none g£ 
Mrhom he acknowledged or noticed but me. 
The singular beauty of my mother, I have 
heard, entitled me to this distinction. She 
possessed more influence over him than 
^ny other of his temporary favoudtes, and 
might have retained it but for a singular 
circumstance. Though she had sacrificed 
all that is valuable in the female character, 
she cherished a strong devotion for the ca- 
tholic religion, perhaps with a view of pal- 
liating her other errors, and was so out- 
raged by my father's avowed profession of 
the most daring infidelity, that even when 
I wajs an iii&nt she declared she would ra- 
^er see me perish than brought up unda* 
the roof of a mbnster, who defied boih hea- 
ven and hell. After several attempts to 
teke me from my &tiier, whose fondne$|s 
to me probably grew fi-om opposition, ^ 
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was detected in one, and aftar a dread- 
ful altercation, she was driyen from the 
house, with an injunction never again to 
be seen in the neighbourhood. I hanre 
heard, that as the servants forced her out^ 
she broke from tiiem^ and, kneeling^ in 
the haU, poured on my father and ma a 
curse, the most s(demn, bitter, and wild 
that ever passed the lips of a human being. 
On one of us, at least, it was fuMIled. Per- 
haps no curse could be more effectually ac- 
complished than by my being left with the 
parent I was. He was a man of intdlec^ 
tual powers superior to most I have known,, 
a *^ scholar, and a ripe one ;" but he press* 
ed every power he possessed into the ser- 
vice of obdurate scepticism. He called 
himself a philosophical unbeliever, but he 
did not disdain to borrow the aid of sophis- 
try, invective, sneer, cavil ;-— all the light as 
well as heavy armed troops were at his ser- 
vice, and he had a ftiU command of them 
all. His rage fw converts was beyond that 
of the I^arisees ; his sceptidsm had made 
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ium misarabfe» and, peiliaps, he thought to 
communicate misery was to lessen it ; his 
genius and eloquence in the evil cause 
were indeed enough to draw after him the 
third part of the host. 

. •* My education, which, next to the dift* 
semination of. infiddity, was his principal 
object, was beyond what most women re- 
ceive. I had teachers of every language, 
masters in every art, instructors in every 
sdence, and my father illustrating, conden- 
sing, and harmonizing every thing into <»ie 
vast mass of intellectual discipline. I was 
taught to know every thing but the one 
thing needful; I was permitted to read 
every thing but the Bible. My £tther w^s 
not the fool who saith in his heart, * Tha« 
is no God, ;' but he had so many objectimis 
against his power, goodness, or wisdom, 
drawn either from the physical constitution 
of things, or from the state of man, and his 
Imowledge was so various, his reasoning 
powers so strong, and his resources so ex-. 
Itaustless^ that tljiose who g^^^^^^^'^ ^^ 
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were soon unequal to the task, and, weaiy 
of defending the attributes of the Deity 
against endless objections, were contented 
to compromise for His existence, whidi 
was generally allowed them ; this, at least, 
was my case when 1 was permitted to rea- 
son with him. His wish to make me a pro- 
digy in literature and the arts was rapidly 
fulfilling, as far as it could be fulfilled by a 
girl not fourteen. Singular and perversed 
ambition ! In depriving me of heaven, he 
wished to multiply my ties to earth ; and 
while he took away my birth-right, aggra- 
vated its value by the price he seemed an- 
xious to give for it, as if one world could 
ever be a balance for the other. One dark 
doud hung over me from the earliest period 
— one image haunted me from the com- 
mencement of my life, — it was that of my 
mother, whom the frightful tales of the ser- 
vants still described as wandering about 
the house at night in stormy weather, and 
repeating her maledictions in a voice * not 
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of thk world.* Her disappearance, my to- 
tal ignwance of her sHuatSon, or whether 
she was yet alive, and that tarrible sensar 
tion so common in the imaginalions of the . 
Irish, of a being whom we believe not. to. 
be alive, yet know not to be dead— who, 
holds a kind of hovering intermedifite ex- 
istence between both worlds, and combines^ 
the passions of human existencie with the. 
power of a spirit^ all produced in me a spe- 
des of ind^nite feeling towards this awful 
being, that neither reason or change, of ^ : 
tuation has ever been able to removie. 
« ^ The mythology of all countiries has ad- 
mitted and favoured the existence of sucb, : 
from Thomas of Ercildoun to Wordsworth's 
Lucy Gray. Perhaps the cause of s(ueh 
wild imafe^y exists in the very nature of 
the human mind, and its unknowA iielation. 
to futurity. We have never typd the con-r 
&ies of human exi^nce with feet that felt 
the landmark ; of the bo\indariBs of the Gn-^ 
o2 
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ture world we Imow still less *^ and we are 
therefore oompeBed to admit ike existence 
of beings, whose states partaking of botfa» 
ean aifc^ieast be anayed in the images boor- 
it9wed from one, whik the rest €£ its sha- 
dowy existence fades away in the imp^me- 
dble gloom of the other. Perhaps the loath* 
some superstition of the Tampire, and our 
representation of Death, by Jus physical 
fonn, bc^ tiaTe this origin. Those who 
said thi^ saw my unhappy mother, de*- 
soibed her as wandering near the house 
in the stormy twilight of a winter^s even*^ 
ing. — She was meagre, n^g^ ^^^ bloody, 
and Ihey gecve dark hints of my fiitker's 
pasnons. 

^ S<mi^mes I have heard strange sounds 
under my window at night. Do not won^ 
der at this sup^rstiticm of infiddity ;-~the 
widest extremes hi^e been found to meet 
^ last, as the Spaniards, in sailing round 
the globe, first expressed their wonder, 
when,afta: long pursuing what they thought 
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a. dtfect course, it brou^t tliem to the 
pcmit from which they had set out. The 
^^^acillati^is o£ the human mind are inces^ 
sant, and the strongest unpulse, given in a 
cBrection contrary to our natural one, cMily 
«makes us return again with augmented ve*^ 
locity. Tl^ human mind may be said na- 
turally to gravitate towards religion. But 
Z'was allowed no choice. 

^^ Among the talents which my &ther 

was most anxious to cultivate^ and which 

nature developed earliest in me, were my 

extraordinary vocal powers and musical en^ 

thusiasm,. which have been the cause <^ so> 

tnudi suffering, and so much odebrity ta 

me.. My &ther, liberal in every thing, was 

' extravagant in the cultivation of this dar-^ 

ling art, that may well be called *- the 

Poetry of the Sciences^ The first teachers 

w^Ee ^gaged, at an enormous expense, ta 

attend at \m remote residence ; and among 

than was a young Italian, who had made 

a conspicuous debmt on tJie foreign stages^ 
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but whose voice, failing from disproportion- 
ate exertion, compelled him to adopt the 
profession of a teacher. Many things re- 
commended him to my father ; his musical 
skill was profound : even Frederic of Prus- 
sia would have found him no less invinci- 
Ue than he did Mara. His camera voce was 
«till delightful, though he could no lon^r 
fill theatres. He was weU acquainted with 
the literature oi his own country ;. and, 
above all, he was an atheist, vehement and 
declamatory ; though, by a singular, but 
not inexplicable contrast, he always carried 
about him a portrait of the Virgin, and al- 
ways crossed himself when he heard a peal 
of thunder ; — dreadful preceptor for a girl 
of fourteen to be consigned to, intoxicated 
with his delightful art, and incapable of 
being alarmed by his principles. 

« My father (oh, what a father !) left me 
for hours alone with this man, to listen to 
his brilliant and seductive picture of Italy, 
a land of palaces and flowers, a land where. 
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,tlie luximes of art were oomjimied witfc 
classic memorials; and the rdiaxation of 
mimners was alike &yourable to the indo- 
lence of literary enjoyment, and the (dlmit 
felicities of the heart. 

** Let ipe hurry oyer this miserable pc^ 
riod of my existence. We were marriedr 
by ^ catholic priest, but our marriage was 
kept secret from jny father ; for tl^ough he 
prc^s^d himself master of .a i^plendid pa? 
teimony in hia native country, he. stiH 
seemed fearful of m^ fathw's displeasure; 
Aft^ some time it was necessary to dis* 
close it : X wajs !abotLt to become linked to 
society .by more than one tie.. Oh! that 
dreadful disclosure l-^Fioretti quitted the 
house, and left me to make it alone. The 
undivided, unmitigated storm of my fa- 
ther's. f|iry burst on me, and stunhqd me.. 
He cursed me, he spumed me ; and I have 
heard would . h^ve. killed m^, but fpr the 
interposition of the terrified b.ut merciful, 
female seryspl;s,,wh<Wi howeyer,^h^ fiM-cei 
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to bear me, stall intsensiUe, from his boase^ 
and fixmi his sight finr ever ! 

<' In his rage of maledieticm, he cursed 
me as a monster destitute of {nindple ^ yet 
he had taught me none ; and had torn me 
when an infant from my knees, when be 
saw a domestic attempting to teach me to 
form a prayer. He cursed me for a wretdi 
and fi>ol^ ignorant c^ the duties of Me ; yet 
he had taught me^ and his example justi- 
fied his instructk>ns, that to obey our pas- 
mms was the only rule of human life. He 
eursed my disobedience as a child ; yet he 
had taught me, that ^e only tie between 
piN*ent and chfld was a temporary ocmven'- 
tlon formed by mutual interest, and dkso- 
hible when that interest ceased to exist. 

*^ An old woman, in compassion^ shelter-^ 
ed me in her wretched hovd (but I was 
ins^sibfe of its wretchedness) till my hus- 
band was apprize of my having now no 
other abode. He came ; and still I won* 
der how even ycmth and obstinate h^tk 
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^Stained my eid»tence after Hiat iikter* 
view, winch fully developed his motives 
and his character. After wasting hoiuhs in 
knprecations on me, whose bitterness ww 
aggravated by the f(^gn language that 
used to be the vehicfe of such difierait 
sMitimehts, till .within the few last mise- 
rable hours, he left me, telling me, with a 
kugh more fr%fatful than a curse^ tdbe 
ready to accompany him in a few hours to 
the continent. 

'^ I had no prepspration to make. We set 
owt on our melancholy journey to DubKn* 
He was silent the whole time, and this 
was like a relief to me ; for eaiiy wretch* 
edness is jealous of imaginary consc^itioOj^ 
while confirmed misery rejects even reaL 
I tried to reason myself into excuses for 
his disappointment, for his temper, for the 
vehemence of his natikmal character ; I 
ined to hope that my submission, my help- 
lessness, and perhaps the exartion of thc^ 
talent that he had cultivated and adboaired^ 
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might at some iutuie time procure me his 
eompassicm^ if not his affection. I had cea-^ 
aed to love him, but it is hard to disbelieve 
the only source of protection that humani- 
ty afiiMrds us. I even hoped that his child 
— ^his child !— Ah, Heaven ! hpw Inueh less 
would 1 have sufifeted, had I been its grave 
beffare I was its parait ! 

** We arrived in DuUin ; and he was 
expediting our departure, when I £dt that 
to depart immediately was impossible ; 
with difficulty I was allowed bs\ attendant. 
My sufferings were very great ; they gatve 
me a great quantity of laudanum ; I know 
not whether it is usual at such times, still 
lesstlo I know what might have been its 
effect. I was insensible for many hovurs. 



« I asked for my child ; it was hours be- 
fore I could obtain an answer ; the vwm^i' 
about me wept. At length my hlisband»> 
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the father of my child, told me, I neva 
should see it more. * Do you not think,' 
said he, talking himself by passion into a 
justification of his tmnatural crime, ^ that 
the incunilNrance of a wife is suiBdent? 
. Must I have a screaming brat to remind me 
of my wretchedness every where ? — ^You 
will never see it more — you must prepare 
yourself for another destiny.' 

'^ I was insensible of all that he said af- 
terwards. He had torn my child firom me 
^ — Si child from a mother of fifteen, dying to 
d^p to her heart a being almost like her- 
self in helplessness and weakness. I would 
have forgiven him every thiqg — I would 
have worshipped hi m . ■ I am unabl^ to 
^ on. ' . . 

'' A dismal light, like twilight, seeme4 
to surround me for months — ^forms hover- 
ed around me, but I could not distinguish 
them — ^voices spoke to me, but I knew not 
what they meant— thoughts, too, were with 
me, of which I hardly ccwnprehended the 
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depth or the darkness, but they suited my 
de8peration<~despair unenlightened by Tdi- 
gion^unsustainedby hope— -they haunt me 
still — ^they have been with me in soKtnde 
and in crowds«-you have witeiessed than, 
and started at their effect, wh^n eveB I be- 
Ikved I had forgotten thenn-^forget than 
—yes, I might, I would^~but they never 
Ibiget me. 

'* No one heeded me, no (Hie cQm£>rted 
me ; and perhaps to this I owe my life and 
reason — ^ihe torturing of offidons consola* 
tion would have irritated me to madness— 
I never had a gleam of recollection till tbe 
bright sun of Italy glared on me like un«> 
wdcome light on a feverish sleeper, waking 
him to pain« I was not allowed a long re- 
spite — I wondered, knowing my husband's 
hatred, that he had not killed me, {ii U 
easy to crush a^^fiower in the bud^y^it would 
have been so easy, for I could have made 
no resistance, and would have expressed m 
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reliK4;aiice. I did not know then how mudi 
kis interest was camte^ed with my eaUtenoe. 
*• We wa^ now in Italy. He watched me^ 
not with the interest of afieetion» not with 
the feeling of humanity, not even with the 
naked instinct of cmnpasdon, but with the 
hungry cupidity of avarice. He sdbeed al- 
most the first moment of my recovered 
reason to inform m^ that his only object 
in Inringing me there was to compel me to 
exhibit my mimcal talents publicly, or» in 
plainer language, to go on the stage^ 



** At times I feel it impossible to pro^ 
eeed — Such degradation, such misery! I 
have before said, a woman always feels a 
tale of shame like a tal^ of guilt 



•< The first night of my p^bHc appear 
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4aice seems to me like a dream— rl went on 
the stage in a state of abscdute stupefacticm 
—the li^ts^ the crowd, my terrors, my 
iormet suflferings,. the appalling novelty of 
my situation, bewild^ed me. . I moved in 
a kind of dazzling mist— rrthe exertion. <rf 
my powers was quite involuntary, and the 
enthusiastic applauses with which they were 
received, I returned with bursts of hystai- 
oal laughter. Habit, that never could 1*60011- 
cile me to my situation, reconciled me at 
last to its drcumstances. . Fioretti's avarice 
(the only passion be had) strongly excited by 
my success, prompted him to every measure 
that could ensure its lustre or its permanen- 
cy. The study of niy profession, both as a ^ 
singer and actpes3, by occupying my time, 
began at length to occupy my mmd. He 
easily discovered tiiat my inteUiga^ice of 
the graces of the poetry I recited gave me 
an obvious advantage oV^er his illiterate 
country-women. I Vas furnished with a 
UlHrary ; -the love of literature revived in 
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my heart ; that heart had no other object to 
love. My mommgs were passed m study ^ 
and sedusion, and in the evenings Fioretti' 
attended me to the theatre, and prevented, 
by his ccmstant presence, the expression of 
that admiration which I was said to have 
excited. Thus, in the midst of the dissi- 
pated cities of the continent, I lived a life 
of almost vestal retiranent The monoto- 
nous simtplidty of this mode of existence 
was singularly ccmtrasted with the brilliant 
applauses that attended my public ex»-' 
tions. I have often felt when I heard tbaen: 
as if they were not addressed to me. 

** Fioretti died ; and tlKmgh I could not 
feel unhappy, I felt desolate at his loss. It 
was then, that, f(xr the first time, a hope 
trembled through my heart, that seemed- 
to add a new pulse to its beatings, — a hope 
of communication with my father, perhaps , 
with my child. Days after days have I 
passed writing on my knees^ and bathed in 
tears letters that I hoped might touch his^ 
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heart, and tearing them because no lan^^ ^ 
guage could supply me with words, sub- 
missive, piercing, wd supplicating enough. 
I humbled myself even to the dust before . 
Wm, and implored him to allow me to 
prostrate myself at his feet, if it were only 
to be spumed. Years passed on in these 
fruitless struggles; and, in the mean time, 
ray public exertions were unremitting, for 
I felt I was acquiring a £Drtune and rqpu« 
tmtion ^at might one day be my diild's* 
Oh, %it child ! — How have I sat hcmr af- 
ter hour, trykig to imagine its feature^ its 
growth, the tones of its voice, till my rea* 
son was almost lost from the intoldcating 
indulgmce. 

^ This year I received a ktter for the first 
time from my &ther ; it tdd me that my 
diild still lived, and that though he could 
not yet prevail on himself to forgive me, he 
would consent to see me before his death, 
and inform me, of the name and situation 
of my dbild. He permitted me to come to 
10 
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Ireland, on condition of my appearing still 
as a public diaracter, concealing my birth 
and connexions, and never intruding into 
his presence till summoned by himself. I 
came — ^all conditions were easy to me— 
my child was still alive— I Imgered for a 
month in a breathless hope of momentary 
intelligence; it came last night; my fa- 
ther died suddenly, without disclosihg the 
name — the — I cannot go on. What have 
I now to do in this country ? What have I 
to do in life ? Even you, Delphine, cannot 
feel for me ; you have never been a mother.'* 



It was after the receipt of the letter allu- 
ded to, that Zaira had &inted oh one of her 
earlier flights of meeting with DeCourcy. . 
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CHAPTER XL 

« hereby doth she eVitate and ahiui 
A thousand iireligioiis cursed hours^ 
V^ch such a marriage Would have brought on her. 

Shakesfearb. 

The shock of De Courcy's unexpected 
presence had produced on the exhausted 
frame of Eva every effect that might have 
been dreaded. She did not faint, but she 
became ghastlv, rigid, and speechless. He 
was terrified out of his purpose ; he forgot 
to speak of himself or his feelings. The 
hope on which his heart had fed since his 
leaving France, fled from it in a mement, 
and for ever. He bore her in his arms to 
the house — the withered flower that he had 
blasted. He could not stand the inquisi- 
tion of the servants* eyes, (who, having H- 



d by Google 



WOMEN. 887 

yed in this ]:egular &mily for yean, knew 
him as well as tl^y knew their master,) and 
he dreaded still more ^icoimtering Mr cxr 
MrsWentworth. He remained at the door, 
to send in his enquiries after Migs Went- 
worth. The servants answered him briefc 
ly. Miss Wentwortb was dangerously ill- 
much worse that evening — eould not be 
worse. With what tremendous apathy per-F 
sons who spe^ |roi9 habit announce intel^ 
Jigeni^ that kills the listener! The message 
ended with, — Mr and Mrs Wentwcffth'a 
compliments to the gentleman, and much 
ob%ed. 

t>e Co^rcy rush^ from the door, grind* 
Wg th0 \f ords betweep his teeth,— »•** Com- 
plim^ts*— much oUiged. They have little 
reason*^the genUeman Z^^— Oh, yes, I am a 
sfx^ig^gis^. They do not mi^ though I stand 
as a lacquey at their doprs~-I deserve it alL** 
He went to his hotel, whei;e the fidthful 
l^(Hitg9mqry waited for hin^ and that ni^t 
was passed in pap^s^ysms c^ despair, and 

VOL. ra. ' F 
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andlic^, and eondemnAfion, and sel^^im* 
solution. He cui^sed himsdf, then he pr^ed 
for Tj\a ; execnftkm loid devotion trembled 
together an his lips. Montgomery stood 
by with his usual firm patience ; lie was at 
comparative ease fcHr a moment, when De 
Courcy sat down to write. He wrote — 
tore the paper into a thousaend pieces-*^ 
trampled on the fragments — gnashed his 
teeth— Hstalked up and down the room— 
da^ed himself beside the table» and wrote 
agiin. 

Montgomery sat tranquilly, but his 
thoughts were not tranquil. He fAt that 
he must yet witness many miserable, some 
dreadful scenes. The object before Mm^ 
too, was irrenstibly paSrifol and interesting. 
He Temembered De Courcy but the year 
before, the delight of every female ^e, the 
admiration olf all who beheld him. A -sculp- 
tor co\dd have added notbing to the perfec- 
tion of his form|^ a painter would vainly have 
imitated its fireshhess and bloom. Whrt a 
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Sgaxe was he now !**-lie had shnuik fiom 
his natural dim^isions. He was Hterally 
a perfect skeleton* Scul^tofs and painters 
might as well have sought models am<mg 
the bony, unlnreaihing inmates of a vault 
The meagre arms tossed over the head, and 
wildly deranging the luxuriant hair — the 
white reeking forehead frightfully display- 
ed — ^the light of the eye quenched for eveiv— 
a s^uldual glare alone visible there — ^die 
lips tiiat once disdosed ** persuasion sleep- 
ing am(Hig roses," white, quivering, and 
churning the foam of madness. 

^< Good God !" said Montgomery ,*< is this 
the object that could turn a female braai^ 
that has brdke a femak hear£ P* 



It was near morning, when De CgpBfftff^ 
Jttihed \m letter. He sat beside xfie^'xead 
it over and bver again ; he shivared from 
head to foot— his teeth db»ttefed audihly-* 
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a blue, oontoacted look b^^an to spread it-, 
self over his altered features. 

" De Courey," said Montgomery,, (and 
he repeated his name several times be&ie 
the sound reached his ear), — ^^ De Coiuc^, 
will you come to the fire ? it is very late, 
and veiy cold." 

« I am on fire aheady-I am bunung," 
said Xke Courcy, while he trembled nunre 
and mor0, imd Ihe chattering of his teeth 
I^ecame fiightfuUy audible, and his shaking 
hand could ludd the pen no longer. 

A long^pause followed. 

** Will you go to bed, De Courcy ?** said 
,fiie anxious Montgomery. 

** Will yoii come to hell?'* yeUedDeCour- 
cy, and his grinding teeth, his shuddering 
figifte, and Satanic glare of features, gave 
the horrible question an emphasis Montgo- 
* ^nety Ikbuddered tp htor. 
^ A Aw Imonbents after, he flung himsd^ 
related and ins^dble, on a soplm. 

|i]x»tgQBaery»mth Ihe afi»8taace^a aei^ 
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-vaiit, got him to bed ; but when he was laid 
there, he placed his hand on his heart, and 
raised his eyes to Montgomery with a look 
of such anguish, that the latter found it im- 
possible to quit him. His lips moved, but 
he did not articulate. Montgomery bent 
low, and caught the words " Take it away.** 
Imagining hemiglufcbeencumberedby some- 
thing, he opened his shirt-collar, and put his 
hand to his bosom — ** Do you not feel it,** 
said De Courcy ; ** that burning cord that 
I feel?" 

^^ There is noliiing there/* said Montgo- 
mery. 

*^ I tell you there is,** said De Oourcy ; 
^^ and unless it is loosened, I cannot live.'* 

** Live for Eva !'* said Montgomery, 
riiddng every thing to padfy him. 

At that name a faint smile trembled on 
his lips, and with tins senile still lingerh% * 
on th^n he fell aaleep. Montgomery watch- 
ed him, cautiously withdrew the light, and 
retired. He thought, as he glided away 
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cm tiptoe, and with reverted eye, that De 
Courey's features had a calmer, but more 
death-like look than he had yet beheld. 

The morning revived his hopes — ^De 
Courcy was up and dressed before him. 
Montgomery did not venture to ask where 
he was going. 

Hie servant who opened the door for 
him in Dominick-Street looked surprised^ 
but carried up his name. Wentworth was 
not at hmne, and Mrs Wentworth delibe- 
rated long with herself, whether she would 
see Mm — ^whether she could even bear his 
sight. At length she conceived that by- 
seeing him once, she might d^ver Eva's 
dying moments from a repetition of these 
persecuting intrusions ; she felt it therefore 
her duty, and where duty impelled her she 
never hesitated long. She descended to 
tKe parlour where* De Courcy was— no wo- 
man had ever less thought o£ making an 
impression by her appearance thiai Mrs 
Wentworth ; the plainness of her figure. 
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and the simplidty of bar h^nts, had pve* 
veiled such an imiBge from eraTintkig her . 
thdu^its; yet so it was that the dignity (tf 
rilent ^ef, the sense of unmerited injury; 
the consciousness of rectitude, andtiie puri- 
ty bf religion, lent sudi an elevatibn to her 
figure and movements, that^ as die entered, 
the humbled De Couny sunk on his knees 
before her^ 

Mrs Wentworth's passions had naturally 
beea very strong; the power of rdigion had 
kept them donnant for years, but had not 
extinguished them, and now the thoughts 
of Eva's dying state, and ibe sight of him 
who had so cruelly reduced her to it, made 
them blaze out with a violence proportion- 
ed to their long and fcnciUe suppression—*- 
^ Her heart was not within her-<-.the fire 
kindled, and she qmke."— -^^ lie there for 
ever,'' said Mrs Wentworth, *' till all man- 
kmd trample on you, as I cqpld do this mo> 
ment! It is fitting that your posture should 
be as ignomiaious as your nature is base* I 
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i*ouUliK>tlaidafiilgertorai8eyou. Biie^ 
m, bowever, and do not mock» with this 
shout" of humilktion, those whom you Imwe 
hnmfaled to the dust^ on whose grey hairs 
you have laid a burthen that will bring 
them down with sorrow to the grave. Do 
not flatter yoursdlf that dus is repentance. 
No ; it ia one aiiiie ddusions of your wild 
feelings^ a kind of intoxication, like that 
into which you worked ybwrself, when you 
persuaded yoursdf you loved that unhappy 
girl; and^&tally for her life mid peace, per* 
soaded fa^ too well to love ^u. You saw 
yoiith and beauty; and you imagined you 
lofftA ; now you see^eath^and imagine you 
fed repentance. Were you worthy offer- 
ing it, you nevar would have incurred it* 
No man that could have loved Eva would 
have left her to die. You are the victim of 
a popefaud inefariation of the mind. ,Ob» 
that you were the only victim f-— There is 
nothing steady, manlike, honest, or honour- 
able in your whcie compositioii. I am con- 
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vineed you oould not be comirtent in the 
punuit of a worthy object tot va hour to- 
gfeiS^et ; and were ypM a being to be en- 
trusted with the heart of a woman ? I 
would not entrust you with the life of a 
4pg I vahied. And now you we^> <^ 
what insulting bypooriiy ! Reserve y aur 
tears» sir, for some &kt hand to dry them*- 
8i»ne foreign »nger-«HSK>nie pwiled haiiot*^ 
noneiattertomeOTber^ IShe is djrii^^ sip-t 
my niece is dyihg ; your cruelty has killed ' 
haM-your tears cannot save her," 

" Oh, if you saw cay heart T said De 
Couroy^ in a voiee dioakedlqr tears, 

^* Your heart !" leehoed Mrs Wentwwifc; 
^Sandyout^of be^urts? Ql), wretel^you 
have no heart ! I ]os^ niysdif while X talk 
tp you— r^Mtgetall faaoale reaanre-^I for- 
gpt the meekness that fafeeoAi^ the- dttd^^s 
o£ Christ Rise, ^rMd b^oa) I pray 
tQ ibp 3boi^ that I may niever, bry^ j^ncoun^ 
taring your s^ht, run ^ second risk of foiy 
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getting what ought to be the fecSfaigs and 
tlie laaguage <^ a Christian.^ 

^ I must not see her then ?"* said De 
Courcy, m a voice c^ anguish unutter- 
able. 

^ See her !— Oh, few are the sands you 
have left in her glass, and wouM you shake 
them with your own hand ?^ 

" Will not you suffer h«p to see Hm let- 
ter ?*^ aiKl he dropt it from Ms trembfing 
hands. 

^ If you intrust it to me," sidd Mrs 
Wentworth, ^ I warn you before-hand, I 
win tear it into ten thousand atoms— Fare* 
wcH, sir r — And with compressed lips, aikd 
a stern bend of her figure Mns W«fitwc»tii 
motioned him to the doon 

De Courcy remained motionless; but 
the pleading of his look and posture had 
no effect on her. Ste crossed the rocmi, 
and took hold of the bell; De Courcy 
caught her arm. <^ WOl you expose me to 
your servants, at your feet ?" said he. 
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^ I would 'expose you to all the worl4; 
were it in my poirer," amwered Mrs WenU 
vrwih. Her hand was on, the cord. De 
C<nixcy hdd it. . 

** Hear me for a momait— you, you who 
are a Chrisdan, should your Saviour reject 
your petitions, aa you have rqected rmsLe^ 
what would you do ? Can any of us offiakl 
a feUow-CMature as much as all of us have 
ofibndedGod?" 

At these words Mrs W^itworth let go 
her: hold ; heat features relaxed ; fike held 
out at length her dow, conceding hand. 

*' You have made an appeal I dare not 
re»6t I wiU take your letter^ on the eon- 
diHon that ybu instantly depart.** 

De Couiccy obeyed; her firm eye, and 
steady, v<»ce, left him no alternative. Mrs 
Wentworth sat meditating long with the 
kttar in W hand ; her promise then oc- 
curred to her; tkat was sacred as an oath 
with her, she dedded^to show the letter to 
Ev& when die was able to bear it ; '' yet;* 
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said Mia Wentworth, ^ oB'wbat^mm can it 
henawV' andwUie sl^aaad.tJufli^'afaeiriept 
bitterly. 

Eva had never menticmed bet mcmQntary 
interview with De Camay ; it waa only an 
additional Mow <m a heart tibat oould bo 
longer feel» but ooidd stHl mSsr. It kft 
h^ without pow^, even if she had the 
wish, to i^eak of it. But tibe swvaiits^ to 
whose care De Courcy had been compdUed 
to leave h»» mentk>Bed it m the Ixmse. 
Wentworth and his wife knew (^ it ;- in 
&ct every (me but Kya segued to laiow of 
it. ^e never uUered his nam^ nor eonld 
it have appeared that they had met, butr 
from a mixture of increase lassitibdA and 
igitatkn^ dreadful to her auntj^ who lamw 
the causey but not dxeadful to Uie au^feser^ 
who now viewed every thing in refieimice 
to eternity, and to whom nothkig tJtat ap- 
peased to hasten its apftoiNcb oould b%tm-! 
welcome. 

At intervahii and as ^ 0(HiId bew it> 
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in the bcmd^'' and Mro Wentwarth sAttdH^ 
fiilfiUed her obligation* The Irtter ean^ 
tained tfaeie words :*^ 

^* I should despair of seekii^ pardon of 
'amy wonaan bixt you, Evi^ and eyen of you, 
but that you are a Christian. Your reli-* 
gk>n breathes nothing but men^ and feiv 
gireneaa^ it has. infused its blessedness into 
you ; it ijsk to its spirit mnbodiad in your 
frame ^at I access mysdf for |>ardon. 
Eiva^ your lips taught me the divuie lesson, 
which I implore once more to hear from 
yo«r li{is. I hdve listemd to it in delight 
and hope, ; I call (» it now in despairr, . let 
it iwk fni. m^* Hie Yiew of. heaven was 
first reireflled.to )rae by you, if is umted 
with jro»r (image ; if you renounce ine, I 
m^ fomki^n by botii, .and for ever. Do 
. not inMglli^ ^ tlu^wieti^ed lan9i:»ge of 
artifi^^ despoirv Mine 1$ red. Could you 
see my withered igure, Eva, you would 
6 
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notbeincrediikmi. Iknow lam guiliy*-.^ 
I plead no justificalioii. But I know I am 
dying — and I feel I diall sdioiHy need 
ncme. Those who tr^d on iny graven 
though they condemned me Hvmg, will 
hotcuise me when I am laid so low. I 
ieel I have been a wretdi, but no one hat 
suftsred mwe from my omnes than myad£ 
I cannot bring myseU^ £va» to utter an at-^ 
tampt at vindication to your pure ears ; tiie 
very terma I must employ would be uiiin* 
tdli^Ue to you ; imd if you ev&i ma^v- 
stood them, yoa would nevar accept them 
as paDiatiyes. 

^ Yet deign to remember at least my 
sex, my yonih, my stroi^ temptations, tiir 
emtrast to wfaidi my feelings were expo- 
sed ; all the se^dions of ihe world <m 
one side; beauty yieldii^ to me^ genius 
intoxicatii^ me, life flattering me And 
on the other side — ^But I grow guilty iti^ 
my very justification. I will not say lii* 

9 
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•th^: word, exeq^t to aggniTate my gaiSt. 
I un guilty then; this is a pka you yonv 
self have icid me would avail witii the 
Saviour c£ mankind, the friend of sin* 
ners. Shall it be unaTaiBng with one who 
declares herself his faithful follower? I 
again repeat I am guilty ; so guilty, that; 
if I appeared so much so in your eyes as 
I am in my own, I never could dure to 
supplicate your pardcm. But mine was 9o 
crime of the heart. At eighteen years of ag^ 
and 1 am no more, what does a man Imow 
of his heart? His errors should be ascribed 
to his igncManoe of life, to the intoxicaticm 
of passion, to any thing but a souvee item 
wMch the crimes of the heart rardy flow. 

^ If my crime has been great, my expnh* 
tion has been perfect. I have renounced 
the enchantress for ever-»I hate dadied 
her cup of abominations from my lip— J 
never tasted it^-^ return as pure in soul and 
firame as I left you. I am a wretdi to qseidc 
thus of Zaira-^e was generous, mild» 
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bemitifuL You are not a woman who 
ooold be gratified by seeing your rival tram' 
pled cm. No, wherever I tiim myself, I 
ftel I alone am guilty* and all others are 
kmooent I try to ccdlect my last breathy 
Ike a dying wretch, for one strong supi^ 
<^tm for pardon. I have notiiintg to plead 
but my utmost need oi it, Man could Qot 
fvostrate himself more before the Almi^ty ; 
1^ him not kneel to a fdlow-oreatujre, and 
berepected 

'' I appeal to your <areed, to that wfaidi 
constitutes the support of your own soul, 
as the only hope of mine. I implore you 
to admit u» .<Hice more to your si^t ; if 
yQu are what you rfre deseribed to me, ttet 
oliycet will ,be a suffipmt pun^Blunent to 
me ; if you rgect met, I must feel the tw- 
lihle consolatito that you nevar loved 
me.'* 

Serial foUowing lui^es Mrs Wentw^aib 
sttppsesttd in rea^g; . the languid of 
^espair^atisliinpreQaition ths^fiS^ th^ip. 
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on the sapposition of his bemg rdfbsed ad- 
mission, harrowed Mrs Wentworth ; ghe 
spared Eva wcnrds tibat would have almost 
killed her with horror. 

The last words were—** If my eyes are 
denied beholding you, I swear by ■ ^ 
they shall be closed by my own hand?— 
Sliudder not, Eva, at the expression of my 
despair, while you disdain to Usten to the 
feeling itself. This is affectatioQ which you 
must be above. Remember, that if I pe* 
rish, it is you who hold the cup to my lips, 
it is you who make me taste the bittemessr 
of death ; you may yet snateh it away, and 
hid my soul lite" 

Mrs Wentworth would never have read 
this letter to her niece, had she not believed 
her beyond its influence ; perhaps she was 
mistaken. Eva was dreadfully agitated, 
but her exhausted frame prevented any in- 
dication of it ; she suffered iritemally, but 
she suffered the more. 
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It was some days b^ire she coUededher* 
self enou^ to be able to speak on the suV 
jee(% and nothing but the inereasing distrac- 
tion of De Courcy, who called every day^ 
and 6very hour in the day, could have dri- 
yen Mrs Wentworth to ask Eva for the 
answar to that frantic letter. 

A fidnt gleam revisited Kva's pallid chedc 
and sunk eye at the mention of his name.^ 
She was silmit for some time, and then sai^ 
with great difficulty, ^ I cannot write to. 
him. The eiSort to speak of him seems ta 
^w the last breath from my heart I 
bave strug^ed long (with what pain he 
knows not, I fear he never will know) t% 
fix the image of my crudfied Saviour there. 
He comes to contend with that image. Oh, 
with what agony erf soul I have struggled 
to think only of Christ, and still the thought 
ciMrn forced itself between ! I could not 
sustain tibis struggle long — ^Why does he 
dsre to rwew it ? If I could hold a pen, I. 
would write to him— ^perhaps the inteUi-. 
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gcooe tiiat I can hcid one no long^may 
aflfect him. I wish*— . 

Her voice failed her, and Mrs Went- 
worth, imagining that she wanted som^e-^ 
tihing,asked her, with eager affection/* What 
she wished ?* 

•* That he would suffer a wanderer to re-^ 
turn to hw God, and to die in peace," said 
Eva ; " that is all. If he knew what an 
eflfect his presence had on me — ^if he knew 
that, while held to his heart, though almost 
insensible, I dared to wish for life again — 
that a guilty hope wandered through my. 
v<eins — ^that that moment was enough to 
eikce hours of suffering and of repentance— 
if he knew this, he would cease to add fuel 
to those flames that scorch without purify-; 
ing. His letter has kindled a fire within 
me again. I wander in my prayars. A 
gleam of Hght had broke on my soul, and 
he has darkened it again. If it were posri^' 
ble that I could recover, that I could live^ 
stSl it would be madness to listen ta hini«> 
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But teil him, I am dying. No hi^nan 
power can save me. Let him forb^ to 
distract my'last moments— it is impcisd]^ 
for him to retard them*"* 

She was so much agits^ed iq uttering 
, these words, that Mrs WentWorth never 
again mentioned his namie to her. 

When she next saw De Courcy, she de- 
tenninfed to sUmmoA all her resolution to 
deliver her solemn message, and tnd him 
depart in peace. But though thus " settled 
and bent up," her hem*t irielted at the sight 
<^ his despair. 

The spectade of youth in despair is ter- 
rifying; it is like one of those fixists in 
spring, which oit off all the hope of the 
ye&t. 

. Mrs Wentworth wept, but she refrained 
bersdf*—- repeated Eva's words, and added 
swne of ter own. ** Ptay,'* said she to the 
convulsed arid gasping wretch, — " cry 
mightily to the Lord. Hasten to the foot 
of the cross, and ky your heart ai^ your 
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aesrowB before Htm who perished H^jsxe &t 
the dddTof siimers ; He is able to purify the 
QBfii, and to remove the other ; He can wipe 
away tears from all eyes. To see her, to 
persecute her longel* with unanswered let- 
ters, is impossible and useless. It is but a 
vain sacrifice to that earthly feeling to whidh 
you have already sacrificed too much. You 
SKrificed'her life, you almost sacrificed her 
souL Your image is the only objeet that 
9till' interposes between God and her. But 
you have also sacrificed yourself and I can^ 
not reproach you. I see your altered locdc, 
and I pity you, as much as I can pity the 
destroyer of my heart's only mortal bless- 
ing. I pray for you, De Courcy ; so does 
your dying victun. You meet no more on 
earth, but you may meet where your union 
will be eternal ; * and your light affliction, 
which is but for a moment, will work for 
you a fax more exceeding and eternal weight 
of glory,' Seek the inheritance which she 
is about to partake— the inheritance of saints 
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in Hg^t She leaves you for ever heife; but 
iier example abides widi ycm. She is gone 
too far to listen to any mortal voice tbat 
*woukl recaH her. Her^s Uds you arise and 
•^oDow her. She treads the path that the 
blessed have trod«-^a path of suffering loid 
of glory, bedewed with the tears <^ earth, 
but brightened with gleaqis of heavai— 
^ the redeemed AaH walk thare/ By that 
path ^ the ransomed of the Ijxd shaQ re- 
turn to Zwa with songs, and eyerlastin^ 
joy shall be upon thdr heads ; they sbslH 
dbtttn Joy and gl^hiess, and sorrow and 
«igliiDg shafl flee away*'" _ 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

I 

The leech then said, 

Ahd he shook his head, 
•'S3ie never cooM health rteortf ; 

Tet long in pain 

Did the wretch remaiii, 
-Sonrowing for her lover. 

LiwtSk 

WfiEN Mrs Weritworth returned to 
&viE^ she found the physician with her. He 
drew her to the witidow, with that mr of 
fiolemn and fruitless f^recautidn hy whic^ 
the living tantalize deadly to announce to 
her thrt Eva was much worse, sa much 
that— 3ie paused, with a look o{ grave con* 
cem — ^ Som^yng,^ he said^ '' had agitated 
her since his last visit.'' 
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When he was gone, Eva beckoned to 
her aunt to approach the bed, which she 
had never quitted since the fatal night she 
met De Courcy. She came — ^then Eva 
drew De Courcy's letter from beneath her 
pillow, and, giving it to Mrs Wentworth, 
implored her to remove it from her sight 
for ever. 

" TiU that is removed," said she, ** I ne- 
ver can regain that small poMion qf peace 
for which I have laboured since he deserted 
me. Oh, how dreadftil it is to detect de* 
ception in our hearts even on the verge of 
the grave ! I had thought all was over. I 
refrised to see Jiim, and beUeved ipy victory 
cqpiplete ; b)it I received )us letter, au4 1 
9m punii&ed as I deserve £Dr the se)f-plea* 
sing treael^^ c^ my heart. Take it away ; 
ht all the memorials of my earthly frailty 
j^^h. God will not deign to share a di- 
vide heart with a mortal. Yet let m? 
IDOsd it ODoe ume,'' she ad^jed, 9s her 4^t 
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took the letter ; ^ it is tiie last look I ^U 
Cast behind me." 

She read it without much emotiou, tilt 
she came to the passage, where he hints at 
the consolation he will derive from the 
thought that she never loved him— "Cruel," 
she exclaimed, laymg h& hand on her throbs 
bing hearty with a look of agonizing con vie* 
tion — ^* Crud ! — Oh, let him do any thing 
but reproodi me with the want of that feel- 
mg, whose excess has brought me to an 
early grave ! What could I do more than 
die for him ? Even she for whom I was 
deserted, might have trembled to give the 
proofs that I, deserted as I was, have given 
without a murmur." 

Sinking back on her bed as she spoke, 
she signified that she wished to be left alone. * 
Mrs Wentworth understood the meiming 
1^ that look, imd retired. 
. The next day the physician called. He- 
felt her pulse. With the smae solemn pre- 
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caution he took Mrs WeAtwbrth to the 
window, and announced that his future vi- 
sits would be utineoessary ; recommended 
that any thing she liked should be given 
her, and took his last leave. 

As he went out of the room, Eva's dy- 
ing eyes followed his departure ; then she 
tumed to her aunt, and said tranquilly, 
•* That man will never return— He wiH ^^ee 
me no more — Man gives me up." 

Mrs Wentworth wept. 

" Oh, weep not for me, toy beloved 
friend T isaid Eva. ** Yes, fiiend let rae 
call you ; for the state whidi I am "Sstst 
approaching dissolves all rdationsh^. — 
Friend of my soul, you Who taught toy 
feet th6 way of peace, do you weep to see 
me tread it in patience land iii feith ? Oh, 
your tears are the only stumbKng-blodcs 
in my way ! Remove them. I have trod 
'over Aw, and paused not, let me not en- 
•cottotJer those dlrops which true aflfeetion 
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wrings from yoyr heart, and I i^all dread 
no other obstruction. I die in youth ; but 
with what a hand of mercy has the tie that 
bound me to life been torn ! Sooner or 
later the ddusion of life must- have been 
dispersed. Is it not better that it was 
removed before it destroyed more tkM 
my Ufe ? When I was smote, God in hii 
^vrath remembered mercy. When the agents 
in our seduction from the ways of God be- • 
come the immediate punishers of our dere> 
liction, it is impossible to mistake the ks- 
son. Had I lived, what must have been 
my fate? I would have lived only for 
him— I would have loved every thing he 
iov^ — I would have been intoxicated with 
the world. Such would have been my fate. 
I still shudder at the thought. How dif- 
farent is the result! How di£Per^it are 
God's ways from ours! In the whole 
range of his dispensations of mercy, what 
is so merciful, as that the hand that led me . 
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astray was the hand that pushed me had( 
from the precipice ! He was the authcH* of 
the delusion, and he seems appcmited hy 
God to have dissolved it ; perhaps, because 
none but he could Had any one else been 
the cause of misfortune to me, bow little 
should J Ii^ve regarded it ! He knew not 
the power of the fieeling with whidi he in- 
spired me. Had the whole world been 
armed against me^ against the whole world 
1 would have stood on his side alone. What 
could dissolve the spell ? — ^he. * It was thou, 
my companion, my guide, my own ^miliar 
fidend.' .Oh, none but he could have twined 
such a bond around my heart, and none 
but he could have rent it away ! I am con- 
vinced, so intoxicated was my heart, nothing 
but his desertion could have undeceived me. 
I am undeceived, and let ra? bless the hand 
tiiat has taken only my. mortal life as the 
price of my conviction." 
That etetting, when Mrs Wentworth re- 
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turned to her, she found her still more 
composed ; the removal of that letter seem- 
ed to have removed the last burthen from 
her heart. She had nothing more to give 
up. Earth had no patrt in her now. It 
was a lovely, glorious evening, in autumn ; 
Eva's feeble eyes were fixed on the win- 
dow ; there was a ridi dark blue in the ho- 
rijEon, that offered repose alike to the eye 
and mind. •* All is mercy !" murmured 
Eva to herself. Mrs Wentworth heard he^ 
and paused. Eva gently waved her fbr- 
tirard— ** Yes, my dearest aunt, all things 
around me are ministers of mercy — my 
d3ring eyes dose with delight amid this de- 
licious scene. Autumn was always my fa- 
vourite season. I count it a blessing from 
God that I die in autiunn-^its &ding co* 
lours, its rich darkness, its shortened even- 
ings, are congenial to my soul. Perhaps 
'even in early youth I had ^ presentiment.^ 
She paused for a moment, and then wiping 
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awaj a few teaiB, said, ** No, no, I ftm not 
thinking of him now.** 

Her dissolution was now obvk>ud[y neftr; 
she rose no mote from har bed, but htf* 
oowitenance became gradually more cdes- 
•tial ; a faint but loydy tinge ovcorsfMread 
the cheek it had long desated ; her eyes 
had a light bey6nd tiie brightness of mcHr- 
tality, they did ** comfort and not bunf." 
Her evangelical friends were mudi in her 
apartment ; this is custotoiary, and, when 
practicable from tiie state and habits of tte 
invalid, is imdoubtedly a solemn and edify- 
ing specti^de. But it had somewhat too 
much publicity for Eva. One night, after 
there had been prayers and hymn-nnging 
in her room, and eadi departing, had so- 
lannly wished her peace, she said to Mis 
Wentworth, ^ When I em dyings do not 
let the preachers be about me ; let me die 
in private ; death is too solemn a thing for 
witnesses. They might, pa^he^ {uress im 
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pn some points^ which J co^ldnot tk^i an- 
^wer dearly ; and the failure of my intel- 
lects, the natural decline of my strength^ 
nsught be mistake for * unsoundness in the 
fiuth/ They are fond of proposing tests at 
fiudi a time ; it is no time to answer nice 
4[U«stions; one must enjoy their religion 
Hxe^ not d^ine it. If my testimony could 
b? offefed up, I would oflfer it m the pre- 
,sence of the assembled world; but God 
jneeds no such witness to his truth. The 
-curtains of a 4eath-bed shpuld be closed—- 
l^t mine be so, my dearest aunt. Shall I 
fi^Q^iS^St the, tru^ to jrou ? I think there 
IS isoo^ething toa pub^ in the printed ae- 
cojunts of the deaths of evangelic^pa'sons. 
I do not wish to be surrounded by preach- 
er3 and persons calling on me to witness 
thie trut^, when I have po longer a breath 
tp heave in witness of it. Oh, no^ there is 
^soinething too. theatrical in that— -and I/' 
^d Eva, w]|ang th^^drops from her stream- 
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mg forehead, and forcing a gbastty tmSk 
— " / haye suffered too much by tbe 
theatre.'' 

At these words, Wentworth, who was 
in the room, came forward. He could not 
bear that a niece of his, brought up in 
the very straitest sect of evangelical rd£- 
^on, should thus depart without leaving 
a memorable article for the ol»tuary of «n 
Evangelical Magazine. He had expected 
this, ai least, from her. He had (unc<». 
sdously in his own mind) dramatized har 
whole dying scen^ and made a valuat^e 
addition to die testimony of those who die 
in all the orthodoxy of genuine Calvinism^. 

^ My dear Eva," said he, approedling 
her bed, and softening his reice to ite soft- 
est tones, ^ I trust that I am not to disco- 
ver in your last words a faHure from the 
faith, for which the saints are. desired to 
contend e^unestly, and to resist even unta 
blood* I trust that your apj^oach to the 
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Talley of the shadow of death does not 
darken your view of the^ire points^ those 
immutaUe fonndatioiis oa which the gos- 
"pel rests, namely,** — and Wentworth began 
reckoning on. bis fingers— Mrs Wentworth 
in visdn made signs to hiril-^be went on 
as ihr as Perseverance^ when Kta, lifting 
her wasted hand, he became ifttolrnitarily 
silent. 

" My dear uncle,** said the dying Chris- 
tian ; ^ the language of man \i as ' the du^ 
of the balanbe^ to me now. Reality, reati;^ 
is dealing with me* I aaoi cm the v^ge 
of the grave, and all tiie wretched distinc- 
tions that have kept men at war for centu* 
lies seem to me as nothings I know that 
' salvation is of grace through fiiith,* and,, 
knowing that,. I am satisfied. Oh, my 
dear uncle, I am fkst approaching that 
place whare there is neither * Jew or 
Greek, barbarian or Scythian, bondj«a;i'or 
&ee^ but Christ is all, and in alL* Speak 
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ho more o£ pointSi wh^. I eannot under- 
stand ; but feel with me that tlie rdigion 
of Christ is a religion of the soul~-that 
its various denominations (which I have 
heard so often diseussed, and witii so littie 
pn^t,) are of light avail, compared witii its 
vital predominance ovarour hearts and lives. 
I caU,** said she, ccdkctihg her hollow voice 
to utter the words strongly, — " I call two 
awful witnesses to my iippeal«-^die hour of 
dearth and the day of judgmehfe— they are 
witnesses against all the souls diat live. Oh, 
my dear, dear uncle, how willyou^tand^their 
testimony ? You have heaid moxh ^ llie 
language o( rdsgik>n, but : I' fear you have 
yet to learn its power/* She paused ^ for, 
dim as her eyes were touidy growing, she 
could see the tears mnning fait iSbwn Went- 
worth's rugged chieeks.' His wife led him 
from tjie room. The m^cy of Grod visited 
him even at the seven^ hmt,^ and we aj» 
rejoiced to tekttediatthe&bmirer Us (though 
called so late) in ^pectation of receiving 
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€lm Bmae reward as those, ytho bore the bur- 
then and heat of the ct^y. Mw Wentworth 
-returned^ to i^isA the night besdde 1^^ bed 
xrf'.death. 'Eym s^ tQ her at iat^vals that 
'Sil^t, " Do not let. the weakness of my 
-dyio^ frames ojr even the wanderings of my 
mtoUeet) (if I should wander) induce you 
to think that God has deserted me, that I 
have not an anchor of the soul^ sure aQ4 
stedfast The body may fail, the wc^l^ngs 
of the soul are. invisiUe, but I feel that the 
evedasting arms are under me, though I 
jnsey not always be able to express my feel- 
ing. Remember this, when I am^olpnger 
able to utter it ;. and let the thought that 
tlm was my . declaration, whiles yet the 
power of speech, remained, be your consQ- 
_lation/' At another ^e said, ". Death is a 
v«y different thing ft^m what we read of 
. in. Evangeli^d Magaa^nes.. I hav^ rea4 . of 
many, who.departe^ in tiiumph, who ex- 
. daimed oon^nuallyf * Why fa^ry the wfeej^s 
of his.jchariQJt ?* wj»§fe spWts w^^ ai^^ost 
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grorified while yet in tiie fle^h. I fed none 
<^ this — ^no eestacy, na entimsiasm. Deaik 
IS an Bwf^X thing thaw awful none but the 
ctyii^ can telt — I tremble, but I hope ; tri* 
umph beeomes not a dying sinner, who 
casts herself with feai^l confidence on the 
mercy of (Gkxl. The waters of Jordlin are 
cold to the foot of the passenger, but God 
will be with me thare, and the waters shaB 
be a wan on the right hand and on theleff 
Towards morning she stept, and Mrs Went- 
werth appxMK^hed nearer the bed, to watidi 
her countenance; she wished to accustom 
herself ta the change pwxhiced Yyy sle^ so 
etosely resembling that whidi must soon be 
produced by death> When she ai/eoke, a 
female friend who had s^ up along with 
Mrs Wentworth acquired how she found 
berself ? She answered, ** Perfectly cahn.** 
It was explamed; that the question referred 
to her bodily feeSngs ; her answo^ was gi- 
ven with more than usual stoengtb of tone. 
^ I am so little accustomed to think of m]r 

10 
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bodily feelings, that wlieri I hear the inqtxf- 
ries ct a frieiid, I can only conceive that 
Aey mean, * how my soul is faring ?'" A 
few moments after, she said to Mrs Went- 
wtorth, ** I die a monument of the power 
of religion. What could the whole W«M 
do for me as I fie this moment? could it 
restore my witJiered youth, or heal my hro- 
ken heart? could It suggfest a single hope 
to Imghten the daric road I am atk>ut to 
travel? Oh what a difference between tfte 
powers of this world, and the powers of the 
worid to come f Men might pity me, but 
never could imagine that they are objects 
of pity to me. My feet stand on the thresh- 
old of the house of many mansions, and 
worlds could not bribe me to look back for 
a moment ; and this the religion of Christ 
has done for me. Oh how KttTe consola- 
tion could I derive at a moment like this 
from * gay religions, full of pomp and 
gold ** — ^from a religioji that promised no- 
thing but temporal power or splendour to 
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Mb ptofiMsors-^frem any religicsi but that 
jqIl the heart and of grief? iUnid ^e dark- 
ness of my earthly prospects, the cress 
brightens by the contrast. I lie here a 
•K^pless dyhig wretdi ; the world Ttews me, 
and passes by on the other side ; bfitr h^ 
the divine ^maritan, hs^ fdty on m^ and 
the wcmnds of my spirit are healed.*^ 

In the coturse of the day, numy ftiends 
(Came to see her ; she was not aUe to i^eak 
Icr aU, but her smile said mu(^.T Among 
the rest, Montgcnnery was admitted; he 
CMie to catch the mantle of the parting 
rsaint, and heal the despair of De Courcy by 
.a touch of its folds. It was observed, that 
on>his entrsmce she was slightly agitated; 
some recollections conned;ed with his pre- 
s^ice shook her soul in parting, but in a 
few moments li^r calmness was restoared. 
She pressed his h^i^ with a kind expres- 
sion; she remeiQibered how kind he had 
b^n to her. Aft^ a pauae^ she. drew-^a 
riilg fr^ipa Ki^ finge^i apd. gay^ it to him. 
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It >bad beeor tlie gift of De Courcy ; round 
far* beautiful %ure of Cpnstancy there was 
ji Freneh mo^tx>«^'est dans les ooeurs des 
«&Hunes» qu'ils hahitent le^longs souvenirs — 
f^<. Take this ^to bun," she said, ** and" — she 
,iujfnedaside,aQd wept for a moment. Du- 
frii^' tibe rein^inder. of the day» she spoke 
rno m<H:e ; but she exjnressed evident satis- 
'T&qtion when passages from the Bible were 
<read .to her. . Th^^ are, som^ especially in 
Uie Old Testament, where the messengers 
of GoA^ doubtless to accommodate them- 
selves to hu^nan frailty, deign to borrow 
the language of earthly passion ; such as, '' I 
have loved thee wilji an everlasting love/' 
^* My beloved is mine, and I am his." 
** Thouartmine, I havecaUed thee byname." 
* It was remarked, that she immediately sig- 
;nified her wish to hear passages in a differ- 
ent style ; pexbap^ there wa^ a reason at the 
bottom pfh«rlte^rtfi}rthi$, .Towards night, 
, she made a sigq ti^at the " Pilgrim's Pro- 
.gress,' • whichrlay on |*er bedr^ should be put 
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into her han^L I'he cm^ulktlah of tim ex- 
traordinary work aiAong the religious of^aft 
Europe is well kiiown r and when the Sp»» 
nish and Italian translators had expunged 
the name of Giant Bope^^heyhaA nothing to 
fear for its jjiOpufarity. Itwasgtven to her, 
and^ pointing out a page which she baid 
folded down, she made a sign it should lie 
read to her ; it was that sublime passage 
that descrthes the departure of some of the 
aOegorical personages toit the celestial city ; 
one is this, *^ When the day that JETe must 
go hence was come, many accompanied hfrn 
to the river side, into which as he went be 
said, * Death, where is thy sting?* and as 
he went down deeper, he said, * Grave, 
where is thy victory ?^— so he passed over, 
and alt the trumpets sounded Jbr him en tie 
other sideJ^ Another is this, (it contains 
the dying declaration of one of the pi^nms 
when about to oross the mystical Jordan;) 
•* This river has been a terror ta many ; yea, 
the thoughts of it also have often frighten- 
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ed me. Now, methinks, I stand easy ; my 
foot is fixed on that ott which the fbet of 
tile priests that bare die ark of the covenaiit 
stood while Israel went over Jordan. The 
wate^5 indeed, are to the palate bitter, and 
to the stomach cold ; yet the thoughts of 
what I am going to, and of the conduot 
that waits fbr me on the other side, lie Hke 
a glowing coal at my heart. I see myself 
now at the end of my journey ; my toil- 
some days are ended ; I am going to see 
that head which was clowned with thorns, 
and that face that was spit on for me; I 
have formerly lived by hearsay and &itb, 
but now I go where I shall live by sight, 
and shall be with him m whose company 
I delight myself. I have loved to hear my 
IfOrd i^ken of; and wherever I have seen 
the print of his foot on the earth, tilere I 
have coreted to set my foot too. His voice 
to me has been most sweet, and his teian* 
tenance I have more desired than tb^ tbijt 
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fcare mott desired the li^^t of the sun. • * 

• • ♦ * * While he. was thus in discourse^ 
Im oountonanoe changed* his ^ strwig man 
bowed under him ;' and aft^r he had s^id, 

* Take me^ for I edme unto thee/ he cear 
Bed to be seen of ^m. But ^oriops it 
.was to see, how the qpen region was filled 
with horses and diariots, to welcome the 
pilgrims as they went up; and followed one 
another in at the beautiful, gate of the 

, !No one, even, dying, need blush to listen 
ta such words, mingled with tihose of Scrip- 
ture. Eva testified her satisft<^3ai\oii heM- 
^ing them, and it pleased God sborti^. after 
to restoK her speech, and along with it an 
^^Ktraordinaiy porticm of strengths This is 
Jiot uneoram€Hi even in the last extsemityv; 
she herself felt this unusuid accession, it 
quiekened all her senses, and sl^ perceived 
the feint soundof infant voices* appsoo^ntfy 
m distress ; she enquired what it "was. . 
" The children," said Mrs Wentworth, 
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4i66italii^y ; '' your ehUdren^^^he Httte 
orpfcans— i4;he7 ^^^ heen in the house day 
after day; and now th^ cannot repress 
their tears^ though I tried to eahn them." 
** And I ^got them," said Eva, smiting 

rher boscnn Tritih her wasted hand ; " Ob, 
let them oomein^ deaMst atmt, tteii sight 
will do me good. I can still see them, 

•though my e^res ace weaken and weaker. 
God has granted me strc^igth foi? a<mQ- 

^ment Oh, let me employ it fbr his gkay: ! 
My soul is as the dbariots 'of Aminadal}. 

'Let them eome in ; my dying vcnce may 

-touch their young hearts." They came, 
and at her own desire they.smvpunded the 
bed wh^e she lay* There was the rare 
and touching spectacle of youth in its bud 

•and youth blasted — of ^wers, still be^ 
and vernal, blooming in . bright contrast 

flround the tautest of the fid[d,.witha:ed and 

•dying. 

^ Come near me,*"' said Eva ; and the chil- 
dren wept at faMring her. altered voioe. 
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" Come near me, and weep not ; my vofce 
is leeUe ; but may God grsmt it streng^ to 
penetrate yom* souls. 1 am dying— start 
not, dear chikhren, you must die toob When 
as beakhful as yoii are now, when death ap- 
peared as ftx from me as from any of you 
this moment, I spoke to 3rou of death. You 
did not heed it then ; — ^bdi<dd it now, and 
believe it. I am dying. Oh, dear chil- 
dren, look at me ; there is- not one of you 
that entered fife.willi views Hke mine. I 
ba4 weaUh; I had many distinctioiis that 
none of you can ever expect or will attain ; 
yet I leave them aU, and leave them witJi- 
out a murmur. What is it that sopporte 
me ? The gospd of Christ, that alone. Oh, 
my dew chikhreB, love your Godh in his 
love alone wiU you find an equival^t fosc 
aU you can ever lose in lile; finr more, for 
all that / have lost. If the happiest lot ki 
life awaited you, you must part with it y^ 
you must die, and then your only siq^rt 
will be ifHiat forms the atnengthc^my s^ol 
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now. Ob, then, my.detf <diiUireiH^]ave 
3rmir God, look noil; to any other sojor^e for 
happiness ; remember what inu^t be your 
resouroel m death ; remember what ist 
mine. MiryJ' $ayl she to iSie eldest girl,^~ 
" Mary, I am but a ffei^ years older than 
you— but. two years. You are fourteen, 
and I am not yet sixteen; yet I cannot 
survive more than a few houns, and a long . 
life i* probdl>ly befoife you. : Mary, let .the 
sight of this dying bed never quit your me- 
mory. You are young, but you j youth may 
be withered as soon a^ i;n}ne. / did not en^ 
peet — my vmoe is failing* iPear f^hildren, 
love your God, and him^fi^ ; 1^4 I 4one 
so, my last voice would not have addressed 
you from this bed so soon. It is the will 
<^God that my Hfe can no longer benefit 
you ; but di let the speataole of my early 
death stand in the place (^ jnany lesi^cms^ 
May you feel my redgna^n, but for evw 
be strangers to my errors and my suffer* 
ings." 
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Hie poor eiiildwii tropt iMie, ^d strug^ 
g^ed to be eadi the foranMst to kiss the dy* 
ing hand of their benefactress. This 9i>- 
tion touched her heart ;t^ turned her ejF^^ 
bright with Issilbbnt glc^y^ on her mep« 
ing rdatives. ^^.I leave you,*" said die; 
" but** — . Her uncle and «mnt ^nderstooit 
the appeal ; they swallowed the tears that ak 
most choaked them, and exclaimed, ^God 
do so to us, and mOTe also, if your last chai^ 
be not cherished l^ us like the apple c^ ws 
eyes.*" Ev^ bowed ber head fidntly, and 
Mrs Wentwortti led the diiildren from Hie 
room. She returned soon, and found tiiat 
two or tbree of her female fiJends w^i^ pre- 
paring to sing a hymn. They were T«ry 
good women, but they certsdnly had ex^lect- 
ed something more from Eva. Those whose 
thoughts dwell much on a fulTure state, are 
impeUed,^ by a natural sentiment, to gather 
round a dying bed ; they almost expe<^ to 
receive intelligence of the world of spirits 
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from one whotfs so near their confines. This 
is very pardonable; they had been kind 
and faithful visitants in her long illness, 
and now they prepared to lift their voices, 
and hymn their departing companion to 
glory. If there was somewhat of a ** form 
of godliness" in this, it must be allowed 
there was something of its " spirit'' also. 
Tliey sung a hymn which Eva herself had 
ccMmposed a little before her acquaintance 
with De Courcy. Its subject appears to 
be ta]f:en from a chapter in the Revelar 
tion. 



I. 

4 There is a pliun above the i^es^ 
And there a glorious dty stands ; 
God is die builder of her walls^ 
Unwroui^t by art, unmade by hands. 

II- 
Salvation lAdties iq[»on h«r gates, 
in dia]facters of peaii5^ %ht ; 
HerwaHs a pQe of adamant. 
Her streets a'sea of^tfpelr Msht 
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HI. 
And wbo are they who solemn move 
In robes of light her ways ampn^^^ 
With crowns upon each halo'ed head^ 
And praises on each bumu^ to&gne? 

IV. 
Through toil and trouble sore who passed 
On earth while wandering, those are they ; 
But God hath cleansed the spotted robe, 
And wiped th' nnhaUowed tear awaje. 

V. 

Of earthly joy their share was small. 
Pain wrung the heart, want bow'd the head ; 
Sorrow and sin and shame they knew^ 
And oft they wept, and oft they bled. 

VI. 
Yet through the power of sov'reign grace, 
Redeemed firom sin, renewed to God ; ' 
They loved the tru^ that Jesuis taug^ 
And triumph'd in the piith he triML 

YII. 
And who ^ He upon tlM9 nK> wt. 
Whose fordiead bears the unutter'd name? 
Round him his ran$om'4 pcpph shout, 
"^ 'Tis He-i^mi wm^jh the Lamb." 
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VIII. 
And wbo is He vqMm die throne. 
Whose glcHy angd-harinngs tell ? 
His name is Spirit, Light, and Love^ 
Tis God himself, th' misi^archable. 

XI. 
Blessed, okdtj, are Ay walls, 
And hlessed who inhabit them; 
God is diy temple and diy light; 
Thy naiotie the New Jerusalem. 

At the wOTcU 

'' Through toil and ircuhk tore whopaued," 

Eva pressed her hand on her withered 
breast— this was the last expression of her 
mortal feeling — she listened to the rest 
with a countenance exquisitely calm. At 
the close of the hymn they sat down round 
the bed and waldied her» each praying 
from her heart Some of these whispered 
ejaculations reached her ear, they seemed to 
please her ; the clock struck two, she heard 
it, and said, ** There are no dodcs in eter- 

VOL. III. B 
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nity; here time serves to m^ure pain; 
we shall not need it th^e.*" Soon a great 
change took place in her countenance ; her 
friends observed it^ and looked cm each 
other. That night the dying sufferer, al* 
most sainted, seemed to have a foretaste of 
the blessedness that awaited her. Her rea- 
son wandered,, but her heart was awake^ 
wrapt in a glorious ji^utensity ; it was only 
by the varying illumination of her counte- 
nance they could guess at the state of her 
mind ; for though her lips moved, she did 
not speak. She imagined herself one of 
thfi * women who visited the s^ulehre, h^ 
spirit saentfid to. slumber in the haUowed 
cave ; ithenihir, ootmtenanoe became aneffiu 
bly bright, as £3ie appeared to oonvarse 
wiHi the angels who watched the body 4 
^enr an .exprei^ssiim of anxious defection 
ovxffwsfaacbwed&t, like that peifaaps of Mary, 



• Vide Crabbe's Tales, « The Mather." 



y Google 



WOMEX* 387 

y^hsBU die med« '^ I know not where they 
have laid him.'' Thea a}! became bright^ 
placidt and heavenly, 9» her returning spirit 
recognized her Liosd, and heard the pro- 
mise, " I ascend to my Father, and your 
Father, and my God, and your Grod." 

During this solemn period her look was 
not disturbed or fearful, like those who die 
in delirium, but glorious and lovely ; " her 
&ce waa as it had been the face of an an- 
geL" Her firiends were silent from awe^ 
for they could not but fed that something 
extraordinary was passing in her mind. 
She lay still for about an hour, and then 
said to Mrs Wentworth, " Bring the candle 
itoarer. to me." . It wm broughtt " Nearer 
slaU,'' said she. 

** It is close to you, my love," said her 
tn^mbling aunt 

" Then my sight is gone," said Eva, '* for 
I cannot see it any longer. God is untwi- 
ning the cord of life with, a slow and mec- 
d&jlhmd, Firsjt* wy ^ weF» WwWe to 
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bear me to his house — then my voice be- 
came miable to somid his praise — ^now my 
right k no more — ^those that look out of 
the windows are darkened — «oon the silver 
cord fihaH be loosed, and the golden bowl 
broken.** As she ispoke her countenance 
changed. 

•* God l>less you ! Ob, God bless you T 
cried her friends, gathering round her, and 
wringing their hands in the involuntary 
anguish of human afiection. Eva ttttaoapt* 
ed to return the blessing. 



Near as she appeared to death, what an 
event was yet to occur ! Mrs Waitworth 
was summoned from her bed by repeated 
messages from a stranger, who implored to 
see h», who declared something of the ut- 
most importance was to be communicated. 
Mrs Wentworth waved the servant away, 
imd whispered it was impossible for her to 
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see any one at that moment. Another 
message came, mare imploring and more 
imperative than the first ; the stranger in«^ 
timated, that it was possible Miss Went, 
worth's life might yet be saved, if this com* 
monication were listened to immediately. 

Mrs Wentwortti's heart smote her ; by 
gentle imperceptible degrees she withdrew 
the supporting arm from beneath the sink- 
ing head of Eva, and glided down stairs. 
There was that confusion in* the house 
which always occurs in a house of grief, 
(even if the household is as regular as 
Wentworth's.) One light burnt dimly in 
the parlour, and scarcely shewed a female 
figure, who was wrapt m a long pelisse and 
veil, and who sat still, apparently reg£|^d- 
less of Mrs Wentworth's entrance. 

Mrs Wentworth paused — she heard the 
audible sobs of the stranger — ^all grief ap- 
peared trifling now, compared to her own. 
** Why am I summoned," said she, " at 
such an hour, and fiom such a scene ?'' 
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The stranger rose ; and Hien her nbble^ 
graceful figure, forced itself invohintarilj on 
Mrs Wentworth^ notice. It could have 
been no trifle ihat impressed her at sudi a 
moment 

^ Is the person who is caHed Eva Went- 
worth still alive ?'* said die stranger. 

^ I believe she may stiH live/' said Mrs 
Wentworth, ^ but life is parting fiom her 

filSt.'* 

The stranger rushed past her wi& a 
sudden motion. Mrs WentwiHiih^ alarm-* 
ed, interposed, and asked by what rigfaft 
idle hnke into the diambar cf deactb at 
sudhi an hour? 

'^ I am her mother T cried Zaira, in a 
voice trembling wi& agony, but still re^ 
taining its commanding tone; and, flying 
past her, she was already on the stairs. Mrs 
Wentworth, stupified by grief and amaze* 
meat, followed her, but, benumb^ by her 
suflerings and fatigue, die followed but 
slowly. The female ftiends wete doskq^ 
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the eye-lids ; at this action the stranger re- 
coiled for a moment, then dashing herself 
on the bed, she screamed in a voice that 
froze the blood, (while grasping one of 
the lifeless hands that lay on the quilt,) — 
" Cdd— dead— Oh, God ! my child ! my 
child r 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Unt restabaty qiuon toto corpore mater, 

Tota Teste tegeoB, iinam minimiimqiie rdiaqiie, 

Piimq[iie rogU, pro qua ligat— ^ccmCk^. 

Ovid. 

Zaira had gone the evening of that day 
to the wretched hovel where her mother 
lay. She went in a kind of deliriuna ; there 
was no connexion of persons and events, 
nothing that could realize her feelings ; she 
went, but knew not what she was to expect. 
When she entered the cabin, she was struck 
by the resolute, upright figure of the old 
woman, sitting up in her bed of rags, and 
f till retaining shreds of that fantastical and 
^nific habit she was accustomed to wear. 
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There was about her a wild and fearful con- 
trast of mental energy with the utmost 
wretchedness of physical nature. The mo- 
ment the old woman saw her, she stiffened 
ha'self frightfully in her posture, beckoned 
to her with her bare, sallow arm ; and as she 
observed Zaira's reluctance to approach, a 
light came to her sunk but burning eyes; she 
darted their dying fires at Zaira, as if they 
would blast her if she disobeyed. A dying 
wretch, clothed in rags, a mendicant all her 
life and a maniac, in her bed, commanding 
a female, whose intellectual powers wer^ 
almost without competition or parallel, was 
a singular spectade. The old woman again 
waved her meagre arm, and again flashed 
her sunk and blasting eyes. Zaira ap- 
proached and knelt, trembling, on the damp 
earth, beside the bed of straw. 

** Listen to me^" said the old woman ; 
^ it is of little avail that you are my daughr 
t er ; you would as soon that I had not told 
b2 
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you that ; yon come to me to hear about 
your own daughter." 

" My daughter I thai my child was a 
daughter ?** 

* She was— ^e wa&— Dofi^t come acrosa 
me again. My head is not right any mow 
than iny hearty and if I am put out of b^. 
way, if once it begins to turn and to bum 
again, I will die, and then it all dies with 
me.'* 

Zaira made a sflent motion <^ attentive 
submission. 

" Tlrare was a diild, that the foreign vil- 
lain you married took from you the mi^ 
nute it was bom, and salt to your father ; 
he did not care whether it lived or died. 
Your father gave it to a woman he knew 
nothing about, except that she westt about 
helping the poor, and teaching them her 
own rdigion, (but it was not the true one,) 
on the condition that he nevar saw or heaiti 
more of it oar yca^"^ 

6 
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^^ My fgtbei* T said Zaira» brioiking the 
kijmictioii involuntarily. " Oh, my poor * 
cruel fatiier ! — and was he so pitiless to my 
infent ?— But he is dead." 

** He is !" said the hag, her vindictive 
fiselingSs giving a teitible strength to her fa^ 
cullies, and making her forgive interrupt 
lion and every thing. " Yes, that he is, 
dead, and gone to his long, terrible account. 
I remember ^at^^I can stop for that — I 
cotild tilk and hear of th^ day and ni^H 
fyr evermore. He brou^lt all his ba^tatrcEsr 
into the house, a]ft«^ you left Mm to marry 
that foreign rogue, (he was of the true 
chuiich, howevw, more's the pity.) Well, 
whett? was I— oh ! — ^they Uved'togdthk lik^ 
the de^s in hell— ^key draiik, and dursed; 
and fou^t by the hotir — aiid one night 
they qu^n^lied in their drink, and one of 
the boys, his favourite, struck him, and the 
devil was stron]g; in him ; ht knocked his 
old father down, and dragged him by his 
grey hair to the head of the stairs ; and 
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when he was a-dngghig ci hhn» (your fa- 
ther,) along by the hair, the old man cried 
out, and he said, * ' Ctti, drag me no furth^ 
than the stairs, for there I dragged my own 
faffier, but no further/ The cry of the fiu 
ther sobered the boy ; he saw what he had 
done, and his &ther lying at the feet of 
him, and he ran back to the room, whare 
there was a loaded piece, or something, I 
dcm't fmind now what it was, and he shot 
hiiniself ihroug|h the head, cursing tlie hand 
that had struck his father. He was the & 
ther's darUnt (after you) — ^he heard the shot 
—end he never spcdce a word more, but to 
say, ' tl^t shot went through my heart» 
though he struck me.' He never spoke 
more than that till he died. That was his 
end-^ay, that was his end-'-wd so I said 
it would be when be drove me from his 



* Fact— 4n an Iriah &mil}r. 
t Mindf i. e* recollect 
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house^— and so I said when I was driyen 
fixnn that place, a beggar, and a vagabond, 
and a madwoman. I said it would be his 
end-^and it waSf' said the dying wretch ; 
her hagard features brightening with the 
long-reflected flames of her vengeance, ** It 
WfM^^tJua was his endr 

Zs&rOf in the silent agony of her h(»Tor, 
paused long ; she dared not to enquire a£ 
ter her diild. The beldame went on ; she 
seemed to have received a powerful stimu* 
lant from relating the horrible death of hw 
betrayer. 

^ There he lies," said she, glancing her 
hollow eyes to the side of her bed, as if she 
saw the soul there weltering in flames; 
" and there let him Ke.-— I was telling you 
i^your child— *-well — ^your father gave her 
up to that woman, but when he found she 
was breeding her up well, (in her own way, 
that was not the true way)— the pride da, 
gentleman came to his heart, and he settled 
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load of money on het, if the woman would 
keep her, and he get shut of her,quke en- 
iirelyf and for ever. Then ihe woman, (I 
forget her name,) she married a black pres^ 
hyterian, some of what they call the vtew 
light \ but they have no light at all but the 
light of hell-fire, whidi that it may be on 
them for ever and ever, Amen. — And then 
the madness was on me for years and years, 
and I thought to vudke ker soul, however it 
went with mine. I had money, for I st»^ 
ved and begged, and starved and bcfgged 
till I got more than those that gave it could 
tell ; and my thought was to get her carri- 
ed off to Spain, or some place, where she^ 
might live and die in the true fidth,— • 
Well, the money was ready, and the boys' 
were ready that ouiied her <^, and the 
ship was ready to taike b« away, and no 
more to be said or known of her-^-andleastr 
of all of the old madwon^n. I don't knoWyr 
a slip of a boy got hier aWay bom mb ; I 
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don't mind how it was now, my head warf 
never right before^ and it was never better 
since, but only worse betimes ; yet if I am 
a living woman, (which I wiil not be long), 
I sew that same boy beside you at Bray, 
and at the fire, the great fire where all the 
bells were ringing, and the bells in my fae^d 
outringing them all/' 

" Good God ! you knew me then," said 
Zaira; "and why, cii why, mother, did 
you not tell me that my child was stiB 
aUve?" 

^* I knew you, and I did not know you," 
said her mother ; " sometiniesr I thou^t^ 
but when I thsoiu^ht^ I'gre^ nradder than 
ever. What could I know of my own 
diild, with h^ foreign name, and beautifiil 
look? Now that you look miserable, I 
know you better. Yet one ni^t, the ni^it 
*crf the fire—that fire seoaied to give me 
some li^Qft. I knew yod for a minutb*— I 
was on>my knees' to you^ and the tafi lad 
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beside you. If you did not know your own 
mother fram ike hearty can you blame the 
mother for not knowing her child ?'* 

The word " child" thnlled on the chords 
of Zaira's heart; some detadied parts of the 
8t(»7, too, sickened bar with unimaginable 
iqfiprehensions ; ^^ But my child — ^my daugh- 
ter — ^mother — speak to me — I can no long- 
er wpeakf^ cried Zaira. 

'' Nor I either," said the old woman, 
drawing up her feet into the bed with the 
horrible rigidity of death. 

<* Her name — ^her name !" shrieked Zaira, 
bending over her. 

*« Her name T said the old woman ; " oh 
they gave her no true name. They should 
have called h^ Mary, after the Virgin, or 
Teresa, or some bofy name, after the bless- 
ed saints ; but they called her after some 
black, bitter Presbyterian. Her name is 
blotted from the book of life. They called 
her Eva Wentwortii— some such thing— 
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no matter now. . Bid them put some co- 
Tering <m my feet — ^I am deadly cold." 



Eva Wentworthr-^Madness was Zaira's 
refuge for some moments ; she spun and 
twirled in agony on the narrow floor, and 
fell on it shrieking, " I have murdered her, 
I have murdered my own child — my own 
child r 

It was too trvi0 ; Eva was the child of Fio. 
retti and Zaira, adopted at first from cha- 
rily by Mrs Wentworth, and afterwards 
brought up as her niece. Zaira's altered 
name, and long residence on the continent* 
could not awaken any recollection of the 
wife of Fior^ti in the mind of Mrs Went- 
WOTth, and her unfaded beauty never could 
suggest to the beholder that she was tlie 
mothar of a child fift;een years of age. The 
only ray of light or hope that flashed on * 
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the dirkn^M of Imt soul w$»n vfM belkf 
that, by disdocteg herself to her dttugfato", 
by prostrating herself before her^ she might 
perhaps protract her life, might perhaps save 
it Late as the hour was, she desired to be 
ecmveyed insfefitly to W^tworth's house, 
and came^-^too late. 



The interval between Eva's death and 
interment was passed by Df Courcy in sul- 
len and calm despair. He never spolte hvA 
to enquire when her funeral was to take 
I^ace; and on the moiHing of it atfSred 
himself in mourning to attend it. Mont- 
gomery felt it would be useless to oppose 
him. They went together. When the eof^ 
fin was brought into the aisle, and placed 
before the reading-desk, where the clergy- 
man was about to read the awful chapter 
fixmx the Epistle to the CJorinthians, th«^ 
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iras a i^it pHttcie— it was tten vfery toaofa* 
mg to r^naik the difiSerence between the 
mute and solemn grief of herirelatives and 
friends in the iSunK^iiding pews, and tiie 
wailing c^ the poor who filled the aiste, and 
wept aloud fbr thehr benefa(!^ss. But aQ 
feebler feelings were lost in the spectade 
of Zaura and De Courcy, seated on eadi 
side of the coffin in silence. Nairn's &ce 
was covered by her veil, but De Courcy 
kept his eyes immoveably fixed cm the plate, 
where he read Uff the last time the tiaxne dt 
Eva Wentworth. 

The lesson was eonduded ; the attentat 
ants came fc«waiid to bear the cc^fin to line 
dmrch-yasd ; then Zairk and De Coarcy 
rising, stood opposite to and recognised 
each other. ' They did not speak, nor, 
from the expression of thdr features, could 
it have been discovned tiiat they had ever 
met before. In going out of the cliurch, 
they again were dose to each ot&er fot a 
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moment, faat'neitiier of Hiem exptSnexiced, 
the slightert sensation from tlie presence of 
the other. Singubur meting <^ two per* 
Bom^ who, a few months before,, had f<^ 
that the existence of each depended on the 
other ! Thus, perhaps, spirits meet in a fu^ 
ture state, in a cold, averted, shuddering 
state of recognition, wtoi ibey see no 
longer with the eyeS: d the flesh. When 
the earth was heaped oyer the grave, and 
the black coaches slowly retired with the 
IHends and relatiyes, De Courcy lingered 
behind the rest ; and when aU were gone^ 
he threw himself on the grave, and re- 
mained there &^T several hours. Montgo- 
mery rtood beside him; neithear of them 
uttered a word ; when, at last, he suffered 
himself to be torn away, no entreaties could 
prevail on him to speak; he never chan* 
ged his posture, tasted food, or dosed his 
eyes in sleep. It was obvious tiiat this could 
not continue k»ig. 
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On tile evening of \he second day, he 
said, in a iroice hdllow and pdln^l, from 
long-suspended articulation, and approadi* 
ing death, ^* You saw her in her last mo- 
ments-*was there Ao vrotd of peace for 
me?'* 

^ She sent you this ring,'' said Montgo- 
mery; "and***— -- 

'•Wplir 

^Ske was then unaUe to speak/* said 
Montgomery; '^Init hor oountenimce ex- 
pressed all you could widk** 

De €ottrey took the ^g, and pressed it 
to Ins pale lips« Encouraged by the per- 
mitsioa to speA, to him, Montgomery 
fmssed him to redine on the sopha, and 
try to get some rest. De Courcy lay down 
— Hdept-'-and awoke no m<H^ As Mon^. 
gomery beheld the calmness of his exqui- 
site features, he ** trusted his soul had got- 
ten grace." He was interred near Eva, for 
Montgomay knew the wish of his heart, 
9 
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tboi^ ^tli had prevented bis uttoring 
it On Iiuf gcav^-stone was this simple 
line:— 

Charles Dk Courcy^ 

Obiit Mense Novembris^ anno Domini^ 1814, 

^tatis 9uas I9. 

y Perhaps the date of such inscriptions is 
as profound a lesson as was ever taught— 
the tomb-stones of the youngs are fhll of 
instruction. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

The following springs the Mi«8 Long^ 
if^oods, gay and happy» w^e escwted by 
youtij^ul, titled bridegrooms into that very 
church. They entered it fluttering in bri* 
dal finery^ and as they quitted it, tl^ir st^ 
trod lightly on the graves of De Courcy 
and Eva.*— Such is the condition of life. 



Zaira still lives, and lives in Ireland. A 
spell seems to bind her to the death-place 
of her daughter and lover. Her talents are 
gone, at least they are no longer exerted ; 
the (trades may still be liiere, but it is only 
the tempest of gxief that now scatters their 
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leaves. like CaratMs in the vaults ^£blis» 
her hand is constantly pressed <» her heart, 
in tokai of the fire that is burning there 
for ever ; and those who are near her, con- 
stantly hear her repeat, ^ My child — I have 
murdered my diild T 

When great talents are combined with 
calamity, thdr union forms the tenA wave 
txi human suffering-— grief becomes inex- 
haustible fit>m the unhappy fertilityjsf ge- 
nius, imd the serpents that ^tevour Us, are 
generated out <^ our own vitals. 
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